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SETTER 


TO THE. RIGHT 
. HONOVRABLE TOW 


Lady ELIZABETH CAR E 
Viſcounteſſe Favyr LAND. 


> Any opprobies and ae 
d ons haue not long fince been 
q caſt upon Playes in gene- + 
rall, and it Were requifite - 

and w por that they were vindi- 
cated from them; But I referre that 
zaske to thoſe whoſe leaſure us greater, 
and Learning more tran/cendent. Yet . 
for my part I cannot perceiue wherein 


they ſhould appeare ſo vile and abo- + 
minable , that they ſhould bee ſo -ve- 
 bementl ly inveighed apain$t ; Is it 


AL 3 becauſe. 


THrt EPISTLE 
hecguſe they are Playes ? The namett 


a if they Were ftyled Workes , they 
might haue their Approbation alſo. 1 
hope that F hate now ſomewhat pacified 
that preciſe Setb, by reducing all our 
«Authors ſeverall Playes into one Vo- 
 Iume, and ſo ſtiled them The Works 
- of MF. Ioun MARSTON ; who was 
not inferiour unto any inthis kinds of 
t Yriting,inthoſedayes when theſe ware 
k penned, and I am perſwaged-equh 


the lines bee not anſwerable to my En- 
comium of him yet herein beare with 
him , becauſe they were his luvenilia, 
aud youthful Recreations; Howſoever 
hee is free from all obfcene fpeeches, 
Which is the chiefe cauſe that makes 
Playes to bee ſo odious unto moſt men. 

=. Hee 


Ic tees ſomewhat offends them, where- | : 


unto the beſt ©Poets of our times. I -| 
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Hee abhorres ſuch Writers, and their 
Workes , apd hath profeſſed himſelf: 


an enemie_to all ſuch as ftuffe their 
Scenes with ribaldry , and lard their 


lines with {currilous taunts and jets : 
| that whatſoever even in the $ pring 


of” his yeeres hee hath preſented upon 
the private and publike Theater , now 


in his Autumne> and declining age hee. 


need not bee aſhamed of. and were it 
not. that hee is ſo farre diſtant from 
this place ,.hee would haue beene more 
| careful inrevifing the former Impreſ- 
1 fons, and more cireumſpett about this, 


they I can. Inhis abſence, Noble La- 


dy, I haue been imboldened to preſent 
theſe Workes unto your Honours view, 
and the rather , becauſe your Honour 


75 well acquainted with the Muſes; In 


briefe, Fame hath given out; that, your 
A 4 Honour 


Taz Ee1STLE, &c: 
Honour is the Mt me of your ſexsthe 
admirationnot onel ly of this Iland, but 
| of all adjacent Countries and Domini- 

ons» which: are acquainted with your 
rare Vertues, and Endowments « If | 
your Honour ſhall vouchſafe to accept | 
this Worke, I with my Booke am ny 
pref and bound to be 


Your truly devoted, « | 


WILLIAM SHEARES. 


OF 
FS< BIEN ED 


THE HISTORY by: 


ANnToNloandMELLip A. 
The firſt Part. 


INDVCTION,. 


R Enter Galeatzo,Piero, Alberto, Antonio,Foroboſeo,Bar 
* lurdo, Matzagente, and Feliche , with parts in their 
* hands : having doates caſt over their apparel. 


GeleatF0. 
& Oe lirs,come : the Muſique will ſound 


C ſtraight tor entrance, Are ye ready, are 
& ye perfect ? 


muſt caſt our Ators. 
Albert. Whom doe you petſonare } 1 
Pier. Piero, Duke of Venice, | 
Alb O, ho : then thus frame your exterior ſhape, 

To hautie forme of clate majeſty ? | 

As if you held the palfie ſhaking head 

Of reeling chance, under your fortunes belt, 

In trifteſt yaſſalage grow big in thought, 

As ſwolne with " 1AE of ſuccesfoll armes. 
Pie, If that be all, fp rg not, le 'urcitr . 
Who can not be proud,ſtroak up the CD -—BB 4H 
ol, Truth: ſuch ranke cuſtome is growne popular z 

B 


Pier. Faith,wecan Cay our parts : but 
wee are ignorant in What mould wee 


And 


The firſt part of 


And now the yulgar faſhion ſtrides as wide, 
And ſtalkes as proud, upon the weakeſt ſtilts 
Of the llight'K fortunes,as if Hercules, 
Or burly Atlas ſhouldred up their ſtate. 
Pie. Good : but whom aQt = ? : 

 f!b. The neceſlity of che p - forceth mee to aft two 
parts ; Audrugio, thediftreſſed Duke of Gengs, and Al- 
berto, a Fenetian gentleman , enamoured on the Lady 
Rofſaline : whoſe fortunes being too weake to ſuſtaine 
the port of her , he prov'd alwayes diſaſtrous in loue : 
his worth being much underpoiſed by the vneuen ſcale, 
that currants all things by the ourward ſtamp of opinion. 

Gal. Well,and what doft thou play ? 

Ba. The part of all the world. 

Alb. Thepart of all the world ? Whar's that ? 

Ba. The foole. 1 in good deed law now, 1 play F4- 
lurdo ,\a wealthy mountbanking Burgomaſco's heire of 
Venice. 

Alb. Ha, ha: one, whoſe foppiſh nature might ſeeme 
rents onely for wiſe mens recreation ; and like a Iuice- 

e barke, to preſecrue the ſap of more ſtrenuous ſpirits. 
A ſervile hound , that loues the ſent of forerunning fa- 
thion, like an empty hallovy yault , till giving an eccho 
to Wit : greedily c _ what any other well yalucd 
judgement had beforchand ſhew'd. 

Fore. Ha, ha, ha : tolerably good,good faith ſweet 


wWw 


2g. 
Alb. Vrah, why tolerably good , good faith ſweete 
wag ? Goe,goe ; you flatter me. 

Foro. Right ; I but diſpoſe my ſpeech to the habit of 
my part. 9 

Ald, Why, what playes he ? To Feliche. 

Fe. The wolfe that eats into the breaſt of Princes, 
chac breeds che Lethargie and falling fickneſſe in ho- 
nour : makes Iuſtice looke aſquint,and blinds the eye of 
mericed ceyrare from viewing deſertfull verrue, 


_ lb. 


I, — x0 , Ly b *" 
1/110710 480 S111 - 
l : (1 = 
m_ f* : 


Alb. Whar's all this Periphraſag ? ha ? : > 7 

Fe. The ſubſtance of a ſupple-chapr flatterer. - 

Alb. O, doth hee play Foroboſco, the Parafite ? Good 
Ifaith. Sirrah, you muſt ſceme now as glib agd raighc 
in outward reſemblance , as a Ladies buske ; though in- 
wardly , as crofle as a paire of Taylors legs: hayi 
a tongue-aSimble as bis needle, with ſervile patches © 
mins. flatrery , to ftie.h up the bracks of unyorthi- 
y honoured. 

Fe. 1 warrant you , I warrant you, you ſhall ſee mee 

oue the very Perewig to cover the bald pare of braine- 

ellegentility, | 

Ho. 1will fo tickle the ſenſe of bella gratio/a madon- 
n4, With the titillation of Hyperbolicall praiſe , tharIle 
ſtrike it in the nick, in the very nick,chuck. 

Fel. Thoupromiſeft more, than I hope any SpeRator 
gives faith of performance : bur why looke you fo 
duskic ? ha ? . T6 Antonis. 

Ant, I was never worſe fitted ſince the nativity of my 
ARorſhip : I ſhall bee hiſt at, on my life now. 

Fel. Why, what nut you play ? | LY 

Ant. baith , I know not what * an Hermaphrodite ; 
two parts in one : my truc perſon being Autonis, ſonne 
to the Nuke of Genoa ; though for the loue of Mefida, 
Pieros daughter , I take this fained preſence of an 4ma- 


pon, calling my (elfe Flarized , and I knovv not whar, I 
a voice ta play a Lady ! I thall neere doe it, 
Al. 0 , an Amayor ſhould have ſuch a yoice, virage- 
like, Not play two parts in ane ? away,away : 'tis Cam= 
' mon faſhion, Nay if you'cannat beare two ſubtle fronts 
under one hood, Ideot goe by ,' got by ;' off this warlds 


tage. O times impurity / F NG 
= T, but ao alk hath 0% wel 2Rion, to hic 
the right poynt of a Ladies part, I ſhall graw ignocant 
or turne young Prince againe , Bow but os 
trafle my hoſe. | ED i 
B' 3 Fe. Tut; 


- What ratling thunder-clap breakes from his > ? 


ve firſt part of 
Fe. Tuſh never put them off: for women weare the 
breeches fill. ; 
Mat. By the bright honour of a Mi/landiſe , and the 
reſplendent fulgor of this ſtecle, I will defend the femi- 
nine to deathzand ding his ſpirit tothe verge of hell,thar 
darcs divulge a Ladies prejudice. Exit Ant, & Al. 
Fel. Rampum —R—_— » mount tuftieT” amburlaine. 


Alb. O, 'tis natiue to his part. Fer , atting amo- 

derne Bragadgch , under the perſon of Mat; agente, the 

Duke of Mifaines (onne,it may feeme to ſuite with good 
faſhion of coherence, 

Pie. But me thinkes hee ſpeakes with a ſpruce Attick 
accent of adulterate Spaniſh. 

Al. So *tis reſolv'd. For Miffaze being halfe Spaniſh, 
halfe high Dutch, and halfe Italians, the blood of chie- 
felt houſes , is corrupt and mungrel'd : ſo that you ſhall 
ſee afellow aa: 59 ack for a Spaniard ; gluttonous 


'for a Dutchman ; proud for an Italian, and a fantaſticke 


Ideot for all. Such a one conceit this MatF agent. 
Fe. But I haue a part allotted me , which I have nei- 


ther able a prehenſion to conceit, nor yhat I conceit 


gratious ability to utter. | | 
Gal. Whoop, in the old cut good ſhew us a draught 
of thy (pirit. 


Fel. Tis teddy , and muſt ſceme ſo impregnably for- ' 


treſt with hjs owne content , that no envious thought 
could cyer inyade his ſpirit : never ſurveying any man ſo 
unmeaſuredly happy , whom Ithought nor juſtly hate- 


| full for ſome true impoveriſhment: never bcholding any 
favour of Madam Felicity .gracing another , which his 


well bounded content perſwaded not to hang in the 
front of his owne fertune : and-therefore as farre from 


*envying any man, as hee valued all men infinitely diſtant 
___ fromaccompliſht beatitude, Theſe natiue adjun&s ap-= 
.* _ propriate to mee the name of Feliche, Bur laſt , good 
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\ Antonioand Mellida. 


Exit Alberto. 
An. Tis co be deſcrib'd by fignes and tokens. For un- 


lefſe I were poſleſt with a legion of (pirits, 'tis impoſsi- - 


ble to be made perſpicuous by any utterance : For ſome - 
times hee mult rake auſtere ſtate, as for the perſon of Ge- 
leatzo , the ſonne of the Duke of Florence, and poſſeſle 
his exteriour preſence with a formall majeſtie : keepe po- 
pularitie in diſtance, and on the ſudden fling his honour 
ſo prodigally into a common Arme , that he may ſeeme 
to giue up his indiſcretion to the mercy of vulgar cenſure : 
Now as ſolemne as a Travyailor, and as graue as a Puri- 
tanes ruffe : with the ſame þreath as ſlight and ſcattered 
in his faſhion as as as a a any thing. Now, as ſweet and 
neat as a Barbours caſting-bottle ; {traight as ſlovenly as 


the yeaſt breaſt of an Ale-knight : NOW, lamenting . 


then chafing : ſtraight laughing : then 

Feli. What then ? 

An. Faith 1 know not what: *'tad beene aright part 
for Proteus or Gew : ho, blind Gew would ha dor't 
rarely,rarely. WY | 

Felt. I feare it is not poſſible to limme ſo many per- 
ſons in ſo {mall a tablet as the compaſle of our playes 


3 afford. 


Anto. Right : therefore Thane heard that thoſe per 
ſons, as hee and you Feliche , that are but ſlightly drav- 
en in this Comedie , . ſhould receine more exa& accom- 
pliſhment in a ſecond Part : which if this obtaine gra- 
tious-acceptance,meanes to try his fortune. 

Feli, Peace, here comes the Prologue, cleare the 
Stagel Exeunt. | 


B 3 | The 


The firſt part of 


The Prologue. 


Selett, and moſt reſpetted Auditonrs, 

Far Wits {ſake dos not dreame of miracles. 
eAlas, wee ſball bat falter, if you lay 

T he leaft ſad weight of an wnnſed hope, 

Vpon ougr weakeneſſe : onely we gine up 

The worthleſſe preſent of ſlight 1dleneſſe, 

To yorr authentick cenſure; O that our Muſe 
Had thoſe abſtraſe and [ynewy facnlties, 
That with a ſtr aine of freſ# invention, 

She might preſſe ont the rarutze of Art ; 

T he par ſt elixed Joyce of rich conceit, 

In your attentine eares ; thar with the lip 

Of gratios elocution, we might drinke 

A ſorund earouſe unto your health of wit. 

But O , the hearty drineſſe of her braine, 
File to your fertile fpirits,ss aſham'd 

To breath her 6[nſhing members to ſuch cares : 


Tet ( moſt ingenious ) deigne to vaile our wants ; 
with ſleeks Acceptance, poliſb theſe rude Seeanes : 


Andif our ſlightneſſe your large bope beguiles, 


Cheeknot With bended brow, but dimpled ſmiles, © 


Exit Prologue. 


7 He wreath of pleaſurc,and delicions ſweets, 
Begirt the gentle front of this faire troope : 
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Antonio and Mellida. 


ACTvVs PRIMYVS, 


T he Cornets ſound s battle within. 


Ezxter Antonio, diſguiſed like 6n Amazon 


An. = RE wilt not breake ! and thou abkorred litg 
Wilt chou till breach in my enraged blood ? 
Vaines, finewes, arteries, Why crack yee not ? 
Burſt and divul'ſt, with anguiſh of my griefe. 
Can man by ao meanes cteepe out of himſelfe, 
And leaue the ſlough of viperons griefe behind ? 
Antonio, haſt From, whe a Fohi at Seay 
As horrid as the hideous day of doome; 
Berwaxt chy father, Duke of Genes, 
And proud Piero, the Yenetian Prince ? 
In which the Sea hath ſwolne with Genoas blood, 
And made ſpring tydes with the warme regking gorc, 
That guſht from out our Gallies ſcupper tivles ; 
In which thy father, poore 4udrugio, 
Lies ſunck,or leapt into the armes of chance, 
Choakt with the laboring Oceans brackiſh fome ; 
Who evengdeſpite Pieros cancred hate, 
Would wich an armed hand haue ſ(ciz'd thy loue, 
And linkt thee to the beautious Mefidg. 
Haue I outhv'd the death of all theſe hopes ? 
Haue I fe]r anguiſh pour into my heart, 
Burning like Ba/ſamun in tender wounds ; 
And yec dof live ! could not the fretting Sea 
Haue rowl'd mee up in wrinkles of his brow ? 
Is death growen coy ? or grim confuſion nice ? 
Thar it will not accompany a wretch, 
But I muſt needs be caſt on Venice fhoare ? | 
And try nevv fortunes with this ſtrange diſguiſe ? 
To purchaſe my adored _— 
« 
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Till their ſoules burſt with venom'd grogarce ,  . 


| The firſt part of 


The Cornets ſound a flyuriſh : ceaſe. 
Harke how Pzerd's triumphs beat the ayre, 
O rugged miſchiefe how thou grat'it my heart ! 
Take ſpirit, blood,diſguiſe, be confident :. 
Make a firme ſtand, here reſts the hope of all, 
Lower then hell there is no depth to fall. 


The Corners ſound a Synnet : Enter Feliche and Alberto, 
Caftilio and Forobo/co, a Page carrying a ſhield : Pie- 
70 in Armour :. Catto and Dildo and Balurdo: All 
theſe { ſaving Piero) armed with Pectronels : Being 


entred they wake a ſtand in drvided fojies. 


Ptero. Viftorious fortune, with triumphant hand, 
Hurleth my glory 'bout this ball of earth, 
Whil*ft the Yezerian Duke is heaved up 
On wings of faire ſucceſſe,to over-looke 
The low caſt ruines of his enemies, 

To ſee my (clfe ador'd, and Genoa quake. 
My fate is firmer then miſchance can ſhake. 
Feli. Star,the ground tremblech. 
' Piero. Hah? ancearth-quake ? 
Bak. Oh, I ſmell a ſound. 
Feli. Piero ſtay, for I deſcry a fumc, 
Corrping from out the boſome of rhedeepe, 


_ *The breath of darkeneſle, farall when 'tis whiſt 


In greatnefſe tomacke : this ſame ſmoake call'd pride, 
T ake heed ſheele lift thee to improvidence, 
And breake thy necke from tecpe ſecurity, 
Shee*le make thee grudge to ler {ehoua ſhare 
In thy ſucceſſefull battailes :, O, ſhe's ominous, 
Inticeth Princes to devoure heaven, 
Swallow omnipotence,out-ſtare dread fate, 
Subdue Erergitie in Giant thought, 
Heavens up their hurt with ſwelling, pufe conceit, 
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Agtonio and Melliaa. 


Beware Piero, Rome it (elfe hath ryed, GETS. 
Confufions traine blowes up this Babe[{ pride, 
Pier. Piſh, Dimirto ſuperos, ſumma ls um atti 
Alberto. Haſt thou yeelded up our fixt 4s... 
Vaco the Genoan Embaſſadour ? | | 
Are they content if that their Duke returne, 
Toſend his,and his ſonne  Antontos head, Y 
As pledges ſteepr in bloodto gaine their peace ? 
Alb. With moſt obſequious , fleek-brow'd intertaine, 
T hey all embrace it as moſt gratious. 
Pier. Are Proclamations ſent through Italy, . 
T hat whoſoever brings 4ndrugios head, 
Or young Anthonios,thall be guerdoned. 
With twenty thouſand double Piſtolets, 
And be indeered to Pieros loue 
Forob. They are ſent every way : ſound policy. 
Sweete Lord. 
Fel. Confuſion to theſe limber Sycophants. | 
No ſooner miſchict's borue in regency, . Rs 
But flattery chriſteas it with policy. \ tacitd. 
Pier. Why then : O me Celitam excelfiSimum ! 
The inteſtine malice, and invererate hate 
I alwayes bore to that 4ndrugio, . 
Glories in triumph ore his milery : 
Nor ſhall that carpet: boy Antonio 
Match with my daughter,{weet cheekt Mellida.” 
Nozthe publick power makes my fa&ion ſtrong. 
Fel.Il, when publick power ſtregthneth priuate wrong. 
Pie. Tis horſe-like,not for man,to know hus force. 
Fel. Tis gods-like,for a man to feele remorſe. 
Pie. Piſh, I proſecute my families rev ey 
Which Ile purſue with ſuch a burning chaſe 
Till hou dry'd up all 4ndrugias blood ; 
Weake rage, RN wath flight op is withſtood. 
T he Cornets {ound @ flowiſh. 
What meanes that res FRO floriſh found;  , 


Alb, 
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Approach to gratulate your yifory. | 


' 


I The firſt pars of 


Alb. The Prince of MiKane,and young Florence heir 


- . 


Pie. Weele girt them with an ample waſte of loue ; 


Condut them'to our preſence royally. 


Let vollies of the great Artillery 
From of ot gallics banks play prodigall, 


& = 
(mouths. 


And ſound lowd welcome from their bellowing 


Exit Piero tantum. 


The Eornets ſound a Cynet. Enter ebous. Mellidi, Rofſa« 
line and Flevia : Enter below, Geleatxo with atten- 

, dants : Piero meeteth him,embraceth ; at which the 
Cornets ſound 6 iy" : Piers aud GaleatFo exewnt : 


the reſt Haud fil 


MeF. What Prince was that paſſed through my fa- 1 
thers guard ? 
Fla. T was Galegstyo, the young Elreine 
Rof. T roth,one that will beficge thy maidenhead, 
Enter the wals Ifaith (ſweet Mehids) 
If that thy flankers be not Canon proofe. | 
Mell. Oh Mary ambree,good,thy judgement wench;, | 
Thy bright eleRions cleere,what will hee proue ? | 
Roſſ. Hath a ſhort finger and a naked chinne ; 
A 5kipping eye, dare lay my judgement (faith) 
His loue 1s puthery ; there's ne hold on't, wench : 
Giuc me a husband whoſe alpe& is firme, 
A full cheeke gallant,with a bouncing thigh : 
Ohghe is the paradizo def madonze cortento. 
MeK. Even ſuch a onc was my Aztonio. 


' The Corners found a Cynet. 
Roſ7. By my nine and thirticth ſervant((weete) 
T hou art in louc,bur ſtand on tiptoes faire, 
Here comes Saint Tri/trem Tirlery whiffe Ifaith. 


Enter 


rn 2 or nes, 


 Giue me a husband that will ill mine armes, | 


Amonio and Mellida. 


Enter Mat7agente , Piero meets him”, embraceth ; at 
' which the Cornets ſound 6 floriſh : they two land, 
vſing [ceming complements , whilſt the Sceane paſſeth 


6boue. 


Melt. S. Marke,S. Markewhar kind of thing appeares 
Rofſ. For fanges paſhon,ſpit upon him 3 heh "RE: 
His face is yarniſht , in the came of loue, 
What countrey bred that creature ? 
Melt. What is hee Flauia ? 
Fla. The heire of Millaze,Seguior Mat; ogent. 
Rofſ. Mattagent ? now by my pleaſures hope, 
He is made like a tilting ſtafte ; and lookes 
For all the world like an ore-roſted pig : 
A great Tobacco taker roogthar's flat. 
For his eyes looke as if they had becne hung 
In the ſmoake of his noſe. | 
Mell. What husband,will hee proue ſweete RofWine ? 
Rofſ. Avoyd him.: for hee hath a dwindled legpe, 
A low forchead,and a thinne cole-blackbeard, 
And will be jealous toe,beleenc it ſweete : 
For his chin {vvears,and harh a gander neck, 
A thinne lip, and a little monkith eye : 
Pretious, what a {lender waſte hee hath ! 
Hee lookes like a May-pole,or a notched Rick: | 
Heele ſnap in rwo at every lictle Rraine. 


Of Rteddie judgement,quicke and nimble ſenſe : XY 
Fooles reliſh not a Ladies excellence. Hye P 


Exeunt all vn the lower Stage : «@t which the Comets In 
ſound 8 floriſh, end & peate of ſhat is given. | | 


Melt. The tryuinpki's ended, bur looke Ro/ſliae, 
W hat gloomy {oule in ſtrange accuftrements 


Walkes 
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Mount bloed,ſfoule ro my 


The firſt part of 


Walkes on the payement. | 
Roſſ. Good ſweete lets to her,pree thee Me//ida. 
Mel. How covetous thou art of novelties ! 

Roſ]. Piſh, tis our nature to deſire things 

Thar are thought ſtrangers to the common cut. 
Mel/l. I am excecding willing,but 
Roſe. But what ?.pree the goe downe,lets ſee her face : 

Gad ſend that neither wit nor beauty wants 

Thoſe tempting ſweets, affetions Adamants, Exeunr. 
Anto. Come downe,ſhe comes like : O, no Simile 

Is pretious,choyce, or clegant enough 

Toilluſtrate her deſcent : leape heart,thee comes, 

She comes : ſmile heaven,and (ofteſt Southern wind 

Kifſe her checke gently with perfumed breath. 

She comes: Creations puritic,admir'd, 

Ador'd,amazing raritie,ſhee comes. 

O now Antonio preſle thy (pirit forth 

In following pafſion,knit thy ſenſes cloſe, 

Heape up thy powers,double all thy man. 


Enter Mefids, Roſſaline, and Flauia. 


&he comes, O how her eyes dart wonder on my heart ! 
fog traſt Heber cup : 
Scand firme on decke, when beauties cloſe fight's up. 
Me}. L3dy, your ſtrange habit doth beget 
Our pregnant thoughcs,even great of much deſire, 
To be acquaint with your condition. 
Roſfj. Good (weete Lady,without more ceremonies, 
What countrey claimes your birth,and (weer your name? 
Anto. In hope your bounty will extend it ſelfe, 
In ſelfe ſame nature of faire curteſie , 
Jle ſhunne all nicenefſe 5 my nam»3Fl ors3e/, 
My countrey Scythia,lT am Amazon, 
Caſt on this ſhore by furie of the Sea. 
Roſ}. Nay faith,ſweere creature , weele not vaile our 
names. 
It 


Antonio and Mellida. 
It pleaſd the Font to dip mee Roſaline : 
That Lady beares the name of Me/tida, 
The Duke of Penice daughter, 


' Auto. Madam, am oblig!d to kifle your bang, 
By impoſition of a gow dead man, 


To Mellida kiſSing her hand. 


Rofſ. Now by my troth,I long beyond all thought, 

To know the man ; ſweet beauty deigne bis name. 
Anro. Lady, the circumſtance is tedious. 

Roſſ. Troth not a whit ; good faire, lets haue it all : 

I loue nor, I, to have a jor left out, | 

It the tale come from a loved Orator, 

Anto. Vouchſafe mee then your huſh»t obſeryances. 

Vehement in purſuite of ſtrange novelties, 

After long travailethrough the 4fian Maine, 

I ſhipt my hopefull ms, tor Britany ; 

L onging to view great natures miracle, 

The glory of our ſex,whoſe fame doth ſtrike 

RemoteR cares with adoration. 

Sayling ſome two moneths with inconſtant winds, 

Wee view'd the gliſtering Vexetian forts; 

To which wee made : when loe, ſome three leagues off, 

| VVee mightdeſcry a horrid ſpeRtacle ; 

The iflue of blacke fury ftrow'd the Sea, 

VVith tattered carcaſſes of ſplitted ſhips, 

Halfe ſinking,burning,floating,tophe taruy, 3 

Not farre from theſe ſad rujnes of fell rage, 

VVee might behold a creature prefſe the waues ; HY 

Senſeleſſe hee ſprauld , all notcht with gaping wounds : 

T@ him wee made, and (ſhort) wee tooke him up; 

The firſt word that hee ſpake, was Meds ; 

And then hee ſwounded. | 
Mef. Aye mee ! : 
Ano. V Vhy figh you faize ? | | 

Rof 


The firſt part of 
Ro. Nothing bur little humours : good (weet,oa. 
Anto. His wounds being dreſt, and life recovered, 
We can diſcourſe ; when loegthe Sea grew mad, 
His bowels crumbling with wind paſſion, 
Straight ſwarthy darknefle popt out P hab eye. 
And blucd the jocund face of bright cheek: day ; 
Whilſt crudl'd fogges masked even darkeneſic brow : 
Heaven bad's bi. night,and the rocks groan'd 
Ac the inteſtine uprore of the Maine. 
Now guſty flawes ſtrooke up che very heeles 
Of our maine maſtywhilſt & keene lightning ſhot 
Through the blacke bowels of the quaking ayre : 
Straight chops a waue,agd in his ſlifrred panch 
Downe fals our ſhip,and there hee breaks his neck : 
Which in an inſtant up was belkr againe. 
When thus this martyred ſoule began to figh ; 
« Giue me your hand (quoth he) now doe you graſpe 
« Th'vnequall migrour of ragg'd milery : 


<« Ist not a horrid ſtorme?O,wel ſhap't ſweet, (wounds, 


« Could your quicke eye ſtrike through theſe gathed 
co Youſhould behold a heart,a heartyfaire creature, 
« Raging more wilde thert is this franticke Sea. 
cc Wat oe me favotir,if thou chance (urviuc ? 
cc But viſit Venice, kille the pretious white 
e© OF my moſt ;. nay all all Epithites are baſe 
& To attribute £0 gratious Mefida : 
« Tell her the ſpirit of entontio 
« Wiſheth hus laſt gaſpe breath'd upon her breaſt. 
Rof. Why —_— ſoft hearted Flori/ell ? 
Ant. Alas, the flintie rocks groand at his plaints.- 
Tell her (quoth _ that her obdurate fire 
Hath crackc his þoſome ; therewithall hee wept, 
And thus figt>ton. The Sea is mercifull ; 
Looke how it gapes to bury all my griete : 
Well, thou ſhalt haue it,thou ſhalt bee his tombe : 
- My faith in my loue live 5 in chee,dye woe, 


& \ 


, 


- With that hee torrered from the reeling decke, 


Antonio and Hellida 


Dye unmartchrt anguiſh,dye Antonio * 


| Anddowne hee ſinke, 


x 
* 
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Roſſ. Pleaſures body, what makes my Lady weepe ? 
Mef. Nothing (weere Rofſaline, but the ayer's ſharpe. 
My fathers Palace,Madam will be 
To entertaine your preſencezif youle daine 
To make repoſe within, Aye me! 
Ant. Lady our faſhion is not curious. 
Roſſ. Faich all the nobler,tis more generous. 
Mell. Shall I then know how fortune fell atlaſt, 
V Vhat ſuccour came,or what ftfange fate inſerwed, 
Ant. Moſt — ; bur this ſame court is vaſt, 
And publike to the ſtaring multitude. 


Roſſ. Sweet Lady, nay good ſweet, nov by my troth 


; VVeele bee bedfellawes : durt on complement froth 
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Excunt ; Roſ/ aline giving Antonio the way. 


ACTYS SECYNDYS, 
Enter Cargo (with a Capon) eating, Dildo following 


bim. 


: Dil. 4 AH Catzo, your maſter wants a cleane tren» 


cher : doe you heare ? 


1 Bulurdg als for your diminutiue attendance. 


pon's no meat for Dildo : mulke, milke, yee ghbbery Vr- 
$ chin is food for infants. : 'Y 


| Apes loads his backe with the | = coat of honour ; 


Caty. Thebelly hath no cares Dildo. 
Dil. Good pugge giue me ſome capon. | | 
Catt. No capon, no not a bit yee ſmooth bully z ca- 


Dil. Vpon mine honour. | © 
Catz, Your honor with a paugh?ſlid,now everyIack an | & 


e androars bis ho- q 
ROUI 


ery Aﬀe puts on the Lyons 5K 


' Thefirſt part of 
honour , upon your honour, By my Ladies pantable 
I feare I ſhall liue to heare a Vintners boy cry; tis rich 
neat Canary upon my honour, 

Dil. My ſtomack's up. 

- Cet. I hinke thou art hungry. 

Dil. The match of fury 1s lighted, faſtned to the lin- 
Rock of rage,” and will preſently ſer fire to the touch- 
hole of intemperance , diſcharging the double Coulye- 
ring of my incenſement in the face of thy opprobrious 

pecch. ; 
| Cat. Ile ſtop the barrell thus 3 good Dildy, ſet not fire 
to the touch-hole. | 

Dil. My rage is ſtopt, and I will cate to the health of 
the foole thy maſter Caſfilio. | 

' Cat. And I will ſuck the juyce of the Capon, to the 
health of the Idiot thy maſter Balurdo. 

Dil. Faith , our maſters are like a caſe of Rapiers 
ſheathed in one ſcabberd of folly. 

Cat. Right dutch blades. But was'c not rare (port at 
the Sea-battle,, whilſt rounce robble hobble roard from 
the ſhip (ides, to view our maſters pluck their plumes and 
drop their feathers,for feare of being men of marke. 

Dt. Slud (crysd Signior Balurdo) O for Don Beſxiclers 
armour,in the Mirror of Knighthood ; what coil's here ? 
O for an armour, Canon proofe 3 O, more cable, more 
featherbeds, more featherbeds,more cablextill hee had as 
much as my cable hatband,to fence him. 


Enter Flauia in haſte with a rebato. 


Catz. Buxome Flavia : can you ing ? ſon ſong, 

Fla. My ſweete Dildo, I am not for you at this time 
Madam Foſaline ftayes for a freth ruffe to appeare in the 
preſence ; {weete away. wy 

Dil. Twill nor be fo put off, delicate,delicious, ſparke 


eyed,flceck skind,fiender waſtedsclean legd,rarely ſhap"t. 


Fla. 


Q AO -v v4 


| ſervice: by che 


Antonio and Mellida. 

Fla. Who , Ile be at all your ſervice athiothet ſeafon i 
nay faith the1's reafon ih all things. 
; Would I were reafon then,that I might be ih all 
things. 

Cat. The breefe and the ſemiquaver is , we muſt hauc 
the deſcant you mage upoh out names, tte you depatt. 

Fla. Faith, the ſong will (ceme to come off hardly. 

Cary. Troth not a whit, if you feeine to come off 
quickly. 

Fla. Peart Carzo, knock it luſtily then. 


CANTANT, 


Enter Foroboſco , with two torches : CaftHio ſinging 
fantaſtically : Roſſaline running a Caranto paſez and 
Balirdo : Feliche following, wondring at them «ll. 


Foro. Make place gentlemen , pages , hold torches, 
the Prince approacheth the preſence. | 

Dil What ſqueaking cart=vwheele haue we here ? ha ? 
Make place genttemenzpages hold corchesthe Pritice ap- 
proacheth the preſence. 

Rof]. Favigh , what a firong ſents here , ſome body 
vſcth to weare ſocks, 

Bl. By this faire candle=light,tis not my feet,I never 
wore ſocks {:nce 1 ſuckr pappe. 

Roſſ. S$avourly pur off. . TS | 

Gef. Hah, her wie ſtings, bliſters, gals off che skinne 
vwigh the tart acrimeny of her tharpe quicktefſe : by 
ſweerneſle , thee is the very Paſa that flevy our of 7up?- 
ters braincpan. Delicious creature, vouchſafe mee your 
purity of bounty I ſhall be proud of ſuck 


dine. Fignior Zeturdy, 


bondage. 
Roſſ. I vouchſafe it, bee my 
wilt thou bee ory ſeifatit roo ? 


C |  Bik. 


 Triumpheof: 'tis rare, well gine her more Aﬀe, 


-. Thefirſs part of 


Bal. O God: forſooth in very goed carneſt law, you 
wold make me as a man ſhould ſay, as a man ſhould ſay. 
Fel, Slud ſweet beauty, will you daigne him your ſer- 
vice ? | 
- Roſe O,your foole is your only ſervant. But good Fe- 
liche , why art thou ſo {ad ? A pennie for thy thought, 
man. | 

Fel. 1 (ell not my thought ſo cheape: I valew my me» 
ditation at a higher rate. 

Bal. 1n good ſober ſadnefle,(weet miſtris, you ſhould 
haue had my thought for a penny: by ta1s crimſon Satten 
that coſt eleyen hllings, thirtcene pence , three pence, 
halfe pennie a yard,that you ſhould, law. 

Roſ. What was thy thought,good ſeryant ? 

Bol. Marry forſooth,how many ſtrike of peaſe would 
feed a hog fat againſt Chriftride. 

Roſe. Pavgh; ſervant rub out my rheume, it ſoyles the 
preſence. 

Caſt. By my wealthieſt thought , you grace my ſhooe 
with an ufſmeaſured honour ; I will preſerue the ſoale of 
it a$ a moſt ſacred Relique for this ſervice. 

: Rof7. Ve ſpit .in thy mouth , and theu wilt , to grace 
thee. 

Felich. Q that the ſtomacke of this queaſie age 
Digeſts, or brookes ſuch raw unſcaſoned gobs, 

And yomits not them foorth | O flayiſh ſors, 
Servant quoth you ? faugh: if a dog ſhould craue 

And beg her (ervice, he thould haue it ſtraight : 
Shee'd gue him favours too, to licke her fect, - 

Or fetch her fanne, or ſome (uch drudgery: = 
A good dogs office, which theſe Ameiifts 
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More ſotzas long as dropping of her noſe 
Is ſworne rich pearle by ſuch low flaues as thoſe. 
Rog. Flavis;attend me to attire mee, 
Exit Rofſatixe and Flavia. 
Bal. 


Antonio and Mellida. 


_Balur. In ſad good earneſt, Sir, you haue touch'd the 


very bare of naked truth ; my filke ſtocking hath a good 


gloiſe; and I thanke my Plancts, my legge 15.not alroge- 


| rhcr unpropitiouſly thap'd, There's a word: AO. 
ouſly ? I thinke I ſhall ſpeake unpropitiouſly as well as 
any Courtier in Italy. 
_ Fore. So helpe mce your ſweet bounty', you hane the 
moſt gracefull preſence ,applauſiue elecuty, araazing yolu- 
bilitie,poliſht adornation, delicious affabilitie. bil 
Feli. Whoop : fut how hee ticktes yon trowr under 
F the gills ! you ſhall ſce him take him by and by with gro- 
J ping flattery. - A ARG RS 
3 Forob, Tihat ever raviſht the eare of worider., By 
1 your {ſweet ſelfe , then whom IT know nor a more ex- 
1 quiſite , illuſtrate , accompliſhed , pure , reſpeRted , a- 
2 dor'd , obſerved, precious, reall, miagnanimous, bounte-' 
5 ous : If you hauc an idle richcalt lerkin, or fo, it ſhall 
F not bee caſt away, if ; hah ? heeres a-forehead, an eye, 7 
9 head,a haire, that would make a —: or if you hage any 
A ſpare paire of ſilver ſpurres, Ile doc you as muah rightin 
Fall kinde offices. KL ET, 
Y Feli. Of a kinde Paraſite. | 
Farob. As any of my meane Fortunes ſhall bee a- 


Y ble ro—e 


Balur, *As I am true Chriſtian now, thou haft wonne | 


Fthe ſpurres. 

3 Feli, For flattery. 

3O how TI hate that ſame Egyptian louſe ; 

A rotten maggor, that lives by ſtinking filth 
gOf ined (ori: vengeance to-ſuch dogs, 


Y | hat ſprout by gnawing ſenſelefle carrion. 

Exter Alberto. | bd 2 
Y ber. Gallants,ſaw you my Miſtrefle, the Lady R9/+ 
B/alime ? | WW 

Foro, My Miſtrefle , the Ladie Rofaline Jeft the pre- 


C 2 | Caf My 


ence Even NOV. 


—w—_—_— _— — 
: 
a & 


The firſt pat of 
Caſt. My miſtreſſe , the Lady Rofſaline , vvithdrevy 
her gratious aſpect Even novy. 

Balur. My mi the Lady Roſraline vrithdrevy 
her gratious aſpeCt even novy. 

Felich, Well (aid eccho. 

_ Alb. My miſtreſſe,and his miftreſſe, & your miſtceſſe 
and the dogs miſtrefle : pretious deare heaven , that Al- 
berto lines, to have {ſuch rivals, 

Slid I haue beene ſearching every private roome, 
Corner,and ſecret angle of the court : 
And yet, and yet, arſiyer iter liues conceaPd. 
Good ſvvecte Feltc he, tell mee hovy to find 
My bog fact miſtrefle out, | 

Fel. VVhy man , cry out for lanthornggand candle- 
light. For tis your onely vvay , t6 find your bright fla- 
ming vyench , vvith your light burning torch : for moſt 
commonly, chele li be creatures liuc in darkenefſe. 

Alb. Away you Pk boots be burnt for — 
Fel. Goe, you amoxous hound , follow the ſent of 
your miſtrefle ſhooe ; away.” 
Foro. Make a fairepreſence , boyes, advance you 


lights : 
The Princefie makes approach. 

Bal. And pleaſe the gods, now in very good deed 
law,you ſhall ſee me trickle the meaſures for the heavens, | 
Doe my hangers ſhew ? | | 


* 


Enter Piero, Antonio, 'Meltida, R1/ſaline, Galeatzo, Mais 
Tagente, 4l9t7t0 , and Flauia. As they enter, Feliche 
& Caſtili make aranke for the Duze to paſſe through. 
Foroboſco uſhers the Duke to bis ftatt * then whilſt 
* Piero ſpecherh hls feſt beech ,, MeMide is taken hy Ga- 
leato and Matragente, to daunce;; they ſupporting | 
her  Roff altnegtn like manner by cibertg Fw > 


. —_ P 


do : Flauia,by Feliche and Caftilio. 


Pie. 


| From theſe _ togs of miſty di 
. Looke (prigh 
riſh ds 


Antono and FMellida. 
Pie. Beautious Amazon, (1t,and (rar yaur thoughts 
In the repoſare of moſt ſoft content, 


Sound muſicke there. Nay 7h 7 r Yaur cyChe. 
content; 

girle. What } though antopiv's drawund, 

That pceviſh dotard on thy excellence, 

That hated iflue of 4ndrugia - 

Yer maiſt thou tryumph in my yiRories ; 

Since,loe,the high borne bloods of Italy 

Sue for thy (cate of lou. . Let muſique ſound. - 

Beauty and —_—_ —R—_— on wy ground. 
Maty. Ladygerect your gratiaus lyminetry : 

Shine -_ the ſpheare £ bros aftcion ; 

Your eye as heaviezas the heart of night. 


MeR. My thoughts are as blacks as your beard, my 
fortunes 2s il} on. pot we as your legs z and allthe 
powers of my mind, as Jeaden as yaur wit, and as duſtic 
as your face is ſwarthy. | | 
Gal. Faith ſweete,Tle lay thee on. the Lips for thatzeRt. 
Mel. I pr: hee ingrude not on 2:dead mans right. 
Gal. No,but the livings juſt poicſhon. 

Mef. You nere tooke ſeizin on them yet : forbeare : 
There's not a vacant corner of my heart, | 
But all is fild with dead Arfonies lofle. 

Then urge no more ;z O leaueto loue atall , 
Tis lefle diſgracetull,not to mount,then fall. JA 

Mat. Bright and refulgent Lady, daine your earc : 
You lee this blade,had by a orwer lip, 

It would di my valour my loue, 
Iuftle rogers” Teeble amarilt * ; i; - 
Our of your loues ſeate ; I am Margagent. wO 

Gel. Harke thee , Ipray thee taint not thy freeete 
care wh 


With that ſats gabble : By 
Hee is the lagging bulruſh 


beautious cheeke, 
exe dro@pt 
C3 


With 


0 


The firs part of- 
With each flight miſt of raine. But with pleaſ'd eyz 
Smile on my courtſhip. EY RS 
Mel. What faid you fir ? alas my thought was fixr 
Vpon another obje&t. Good forbeare : 246 
I fall but weepe. Aye me, what bootes a teare ! 
Come,come, lers daunce, O muſicke thou dif] 'R 
More ſveetneſle in us then this jarring world: : 
Both time and meafure from thy ſtraines doe breath, ' 
Whilſt from the channell of this durt doth flow 
Nothing but timelefle griefe,unmeafured woe. 
Anro: O how impatience cramps'my cracked veins, 
| And cruddles thicke my blood,with boyling rage ! - 
O eyes,why leape you not like thunder bolts, - - 
| Orcanoen bullets in, my rivals face'z *' 272 9001 
Oy me infeliche miſers, 0 lamenteuol fato ! LEN | 
' Aber. What meanes the Lady fal upon the ground? 
-.Rof/. Belike the falling ficknes. ' - i. '- | (wilde: 
Anto. 1 cannot brooke this fight , 'my-thoughts grow ; 
Here lics a wretch,on whom heaven never ſmilde. »- : 
Rofſ.' What (ervant;neere a wordzand I here man ? t 
I would ſhoot ſome ſpeech forth, ro ftrike the time -- + \ 
| With pleaſing touch of amorous complement. - 
Say ſ{weete,what keepes thy mind,what think'{t'thou on? 0 
- Mlb. Nothing. Fg F253; quent: 
Rofſ. Whats that nothing ? © 
Alb. A womans confſtance. ' :. | 
Roſ/. Good,why , would'ft thou have us fluts,and ne- r; 
yer ſhift the veſture of our thoughts ? Away for thame. 
Alb. O no, thart too conſtant to:affli& my heart, 
Too too firme faxed in unmoved/ſcorne.. 


Roſſ. Piſh,piſh ; I fixed in unmoyed (corne ? B 
Why,lle loue thee to night, - | © [1.4 L, 
 »{b. Bur whom to morrow?. . . : © [2k E 

A'S. Faith,as the toy puts me in the head, 155 C 
Bal. And pleaſed the marble heavens , now would I - 
n 


might be the toy, to put you in the head, kindly: to con» 
| - cept - 


Antonio Sand AMellida. 


ccipt my my my : pray you giue in an Epithite for loue, 7 


Fel. Roaring,roaring. 

O loue thou haſt murdred me,made me a ſhadow, 
and you heare not Balardo but Ralurdes ghoſt, 

Roſſ. Can a ghoſt (peake ? 

Bal. Scurvily,as I doe. 

Rofſ. And walke ? 

Bal. After their faſhion. 

Roſſ. And eate apples ? 

Bal. In a ſortin their garbe. 

Fel. Pree thee Flauia by my miftreſle. 

Flg. Your reaſon,g00d Feliche ? 

Fel. Faith, 1 haue nineteene miſtreſſes already, and I 
__ much disdeigne that thou ſhould'ſt make up te full 

core. 

Fla. Oh, I heare you mike common places of your 
miſtreſſes , co performe the office of memory by. Pray 
youzin ancient times were not thoſe ſatten hoſe? In 
good faith , 'now they are new dyed, pinkt and ſcoured, 
they ſhew as well as if they were new. 

Whac, mute Balurdo ? 

Fel. I in faith,and twere not for printing , and pain- 
ting , my breech, and your face would bee out of repa- 
ration, 

Bal. I, an faith , and twere not for printing and pain- 
ting, my breech , and your face would bee out of repa- 
ration. 


Fel. Good againe,Echo. 
Fla. Theu art by nature, too foule to be affected. 


Fel. And thou,by Art,too faire to bee beloved. 
By wits life,moſt ſparke ſpirits,but hard chance. 
Laty dine. 
Pie. Gallants,the night growes old ; & downy 1leepe 
Courts us, to enterfaine his company : 
Our tyred limbes,bruiſ'd 1n the morning fight, 


Intreat foft reſt, and gentle hufht repoſe, 
C 4 _- Fill 


The firſt part of 
Fill ot Greeke wines ; prepare freſh creſfit-light : 
| Weele haue a banquet : Princes,then good night. 


The Cornets ſound a Synuet , and the Duke goes out in 
ſtate. As they are 20ivg out, Antonio ſfayes Mellida: 
the reſt Exeunt. 

: _ (yau? 

Ant. What meanes theſe (cattred looks? why tremble 

Why quake your thoughts in your diſtracted eyes ? 
Colle& your ſpirits, Madam ; what doe you ſee > 
Doft not bchold a ghoſt I | 
Look,looke where he ſtalks,wrapt up inclouds of griefe, 
Darting his foule vpon thy wondring eyes. 
Looke,he comes cow ares thee ; (ee,he ftrerccheth out 
His wretched armes to girt thy loved waſte, 
With a moſt witht embrace : (ee'!t himnor yer 2 
Nor yet 2 Ha Melrda, chou well mayſt errc': 
For looke, hee walkes not like Antonio : 
Like that 4n20nio, that this morning ſhonc 
In gliftring habilllments of Armes, 
To ſeize tus loue, ſpight of her fathers fpighe : - 
But like himfelfe,wvretched, and miſerable, 
. Baniſht,forlorne,deſpairing, ftrook quite through 
With ſinking griefe,rowld up in ſeven-fold doubles 
Of. plagues,vanquiſhablerharke he (peakes to thee. 
Hell, Alas,I cannot heare, nor (ce him. | | 
Ant. Why 2 all this night about the roome he ſtalkt, 
And groþn'd,and howl'd,with raging paſſion, 
To view his loue(life blood of all his hopes, 
Crowne of his fortunes) clipt by firangers armes. 
Looke but bchinde thee. by | 
Mell. O antonio ; my Lord, my Loue,my— 
Ant. Leaue pafſion,ſweet;for time,place, ayre & earth 
Are all our foes : feare, and be jealous ; faire, 
Let's flie. 

Hef. Dearc heart ; hagwhither ? 

al Auto. O 
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Antonio and Mellida. 
Ante. O, tis no matter whether, but kr's fly. 
Ha ! now Ithinke on't, | have nere z hame : 
No father, friend, na counticy to imbrace 
Theſe wretched limbs : the world,the All that is, 
Is all my foe : a Prince, apt yvorgh 2 gaite ; 
Onely my head is hoyſed go high rate, 
Worth twenty thouſand'double Piſtolets, 
To him that can but ſtrike it from theſe ſhoulders, 
But come ſweet Creature, thou thale be my home, 
My father, countrey, riches, and my friend : 
My all,my foule,and thou and I will live: 
(Let's thinke like what) and thou and I will live 
Like unmatchr mirrors of calamity. 
The jealous eare of night cave-drops our tallze, 
Hold thee,theres a jewell ; and look thee, theres a nots, 
That will direQ thee when,whero,how to fly : 
Bid me adieu, | 
 _ &Mell. Farewell bleak mifery. 
Amro. Stay ſweetylets kifſe before you goe. 
Mell. Farewell deare ſoule. 
Ante, Faxewell my life, my heart. 


ACTVvS TIxETILVS. 


Exter Andrugio in armouy, Liscio with a ſhepheards gawne 
in his mans op and a Page. 


4», FS not yon gleam,the ſhuddering morne that flakes, 
With fGilver tinQuee,the Eaſt vierge of heaven. | 
Ls. I thinke it is, ſo pleaſe your excellence. 58 


And. Away,1 haue no excellence topleaſc. F bs Q 
Prithes obſerve the cuſtqme of che w ae 
That onely flarters fle, Statesexalts, | 1 fb 
And pleaſe my . O Lucio! 

Thoy haſt bia qver held reſpeRed deare, 


Even 


The firſf part of 


urs to Andrugios inmoſt loue. 
Good, flatter not. Nay,if thou giy'ſt not faith - 
- That Iam wretched,O read thatzread that. 


PitzROoOSFORZA to the Italian 
Princes, fortune. 


 Xcellent , the juf? overthrowe , Andrugio tooke in 
the Venetian Gulfe, hath ſo aſſured the (G3enowayes 
of the juffice of bis cauſe, and the hatefulneſſe of his 
per/on, that they hane baniſht him and a# his Family: and, 
for confirmation of their peace with vs , haue vowed, that 
if hee , or his ſonne canhee attached, to ſend vs both their 
heads. Wee therefore, by force of our united League , for- 
bid you to harbour bim, or hu blood : but if you apprehend 
bis perſon , wee intreat you to ſend him, or his head to vs. 
For wee v0we by the honour of our blood, to recompence any 
an that bringeth his head, with twentie thouſand double 
Piſtolets,ard the indeering to our choy/eſt loue. 


From Venice, P1BRO SFORzA, 


And. My thoughts are fixtin contemplation 
Why this huge earth;this monſtrous animall, 
That eats her children, ſhould not haue eyes and cares. 
Pluloſophy. maintaines that Nature's wilc, 
And formes no ulelefle or unperteR thing, 
Did Nature make the earth; or the earth Nature ? 
For earthly durt makes all things,makes the man, {; 
Moulds me up honour; and like a eunning Dutchman, 
Paints me a puppit even with ſeeming breath, 
And giues a {ot appearance of a foule: 
Goe to,goe to ; thou lieſt Philoſophie, - 
Nature tormes things unperfeA,ulelefle,vaine. 
Why made ſhe not the. carth with eyes and eares ? 


That ſhe might ſee deſert,and heare mens plaints : 
£ | That 


as « x% AD rd wn Fe 


Antonio and Mellida. 
That when a ſoule is ſplitted,ſunke with griefe, NS 
Hee might fall thus upon the breaſt of carth, 
And'in her eare, hallow his miſery, | 
Exclaiming thus : O thou all-bearing Earth, 6 arg 
Which men doe gape for, till thou cramſt their mouthes, ' 
And choakſt their throats with duſt: © chaune thy breſt, 
And let me finke into thee. Looke who knocks; ©. * 
Andruziocalls. But O, ſhee's deafe and blinde. - 
A wretch,but leane reliefe on earth can finde. & 

Lu. Sweet Lord,abandon pafſion,and diſarme. | 
Since by the fortune of the tumbling ſea, 
We are rowll'd up upon the Yenice Marſh, 

Ler's clip all forrune, left more lowring fate— 

And. More lowring fate ? O Lucio,choak that breath. | 
Now I defie chance. Fortunes brow hath frown'd, 

Even to the utmoſt wrinkle it can bend : * © 

Her yvenom's ſpit.” Alas,what countrey reſts, 

What ſonne,what comfort that ſhe can depriue ? 
Triamphes not Ferice in my overthrow ? WS, a © 
Gapes not my native countrey for my bloud ?- 
Lies not my fonne tomb'd in the {welling'maine ? 

And in more lowring fate? There's nothing lefr 

Vnto Aandragio, but Andrugio : . 4A 
And that nor miſchiefe,force,diſtreſſe, nor hell'can take: ' 
Fortune my fortunes,nort my mind ſhall ſhake. ho 

Lu. Speak like your ſe}; hyit giue me leaue my Lord,” _ - 
Te with your ſafety. If youare Rt leene, | | 
Your Armes diſplay you ; therefore pur therh off, D 
And take — | 

And. Would'ſt have me ge unarm'd among my'foes ?. 
Being beficg'd by paſſion, entring liſts, 


To combate with deſpaire and mightie griefe * | E y 
My ſoule beleaguerd with the cruſhing ſtrengrh | 
Of ſkarpe impatience. Ha'Zfkcio. goe-vnarm'd? 3. 


Come (oule, reſume the yalour of thy birr!:; 
My ſelfe,my (elfe will dare all oppoſares :- 


Ile 


—— 
, 


 Thefirſt part of 


Ile mnſter forces,zn unranguiſhe poywer : 
| Corners officyf, ſhall pretlehungrawfull carchy 
f'! This hollow wombed maſfc hill inlygrone, 

þ And murmure ta ſuſtzine che Wage ot armes : 
Gaſtly amazement, yeith ypftzried 


4g 
zried haire, 
Shall burry an befare, and uſher us, = 
WhiP | crarapets clamour with a ſound af death, 
Lu. Peace 294 my Loxd, your ſpecch is all too light. 
Alas,ſfurvey yaur fortunes, logke what's left 
Of all your forces, and your utmoſt hopes, 
A weake old man,a Page, and your poore (elfe. 
And. Andrugin les, and a faire cauſe of acmes, 
Why that's an army all inyincible. 
| He, who hath that, hath a þactalion 
3 Royall,armour of proofcyhuge troups of barbed Needs, 
Win alk Maine ſquares of pikes, millions of harguebuth. 
W210} ©, a faire cauſe MR Hams and pi abide : 
Legions of Anze t upon her {1de. 
T. Then, Ge10."s ric! ide in ſtrange diſguiſe 
Vato ſome gracious Fring and ſojourne there, 
Till time and fartune give revenge firme meanes. 
> &xrd. Noglle nor trult the honour of 3 man : 
Gold fs growne greac, and makes perfidieufurſ 
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A common waitcr inmoſt Princes Courts ; 
He's in the Chekle-roule : Ilc not truſt my blood : 


I know none breathing buc will cog 2 dye 
For twenty thouſand double Piſtoſers, 
How goes the time ? 

Lu. 1 ſawno Sunne to day. 

And.No Syn wil ſhine where poore Audrugio breaths, 
= ſoule growes heayy, boy.let's haue a ſong : 
Weele fing yet, faith, even in deſpight of farc. 


[ 
Ts CANTANT. 
W Ad. T is 2 good boy, and by my troth well 1. 
- Ya 2nd DY My _—— 


( 


- Antonio and Flellida. 


©, and thou felt't xfe, I watratit thee, 

Thou would'ſt have Riroeke divifioii the height, 

And made the life of mukick breath : hold boy : why ſo? 
For Gods ſake tall mit thot Htdrutih, | 
That I may ſoont forget what I have beeh. 

For heavens harfe; hathe hbt dlll@/o, 
That I may fiot remitinber he yea Trine, 
Well;ere yoh Saant ſet, Ne ſhevy my ſelfe my ſelfe, 
Worthy my blood. 1 was 4 Duke, thar's al. 

No matter wherher,but froth whence ye Fall. entunr. 


| Enter Fetiche walkin, andjat'd. 
Fe. Caffilio, Alberto, Baturdo, none up 3 
Foroboſco ? Flattery, nor thou up yet ? 


| - Then there's no Courtier ſtirring, that's firme truth : 


I cannot fleepe, Felicht (ldoMicteſts 

In theſe conct lodgings. I haye walk'd all night, 

To ſee if the ftvRurnall evitrt delights 

Could force me enyy theit Rlitity : 

And by plaine troch, I will cofifeſſe plaine troth, 

I cavy pong but the Traytnſedlight. 

| O, had it eyes, and earts, ind rongiics, it might : 
See ſport, heare ſpeech of moſt ſranye ſutyuetries. | 

O, if that candle-light were that a Poet, | 

He would ptove a tate firking S:iyriſt, 

And dravv the cort fetth of im 'd finne. 

Well, I thanke heaven yet, that my conteat 

Can envy nottung, nges candle-light. 


As for thi other gliſtering coppet ſpangs, 


 Thargliſter in the tyre of the cout, < 

- Praiſe God, I cither hate,or (7. Sm J-3-& 
V Vell, here He {leepe;rill char the fceane of up j 

Is paſt at Court. O raline huſh tich evntent, 

Is there a being blefſednefſe without thee ? 5 

How foftthou down'ft the couth vehere thou doſt teſt, 4 

Near to life, thou ſ\yttt Ambiviliza feſt, 


Enter 
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Hyn wiſe, but made a foole for publike uſe : 


bn 
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The firſt part of 


Eztey Caſtilio and his Page, Caftilio with a 
of ſweete water in his hand, ſprinkling himſelfe. 


Caſt. Am not I a moſt ſweet youth now ? | 


Cat. Yes,when your throt's pas dear very words 


Doe ſmell of Amber-gzeece. Ob ſtay fir, ſtay, 
Sprinkle ſome ſwcer Water to your ſhooes hecles, 
T hat your Miſtris may ſyweare you have a ſweet foot. 
Caſt. Good,very good. very paſſing good. 
Fel. Fut, what trebble minikin {queakes there, ha? 
ood, 700d, very very good ? 
: Cat. Inall Ns the delicious concaye of my Mi- 
firefle eare, and ſtrike her thoughts with che pleaſing 
touch of my voyce. | 


CANTANT. 


Cafe. Feliche, health, fortune, mirth,.and wine, 
Fel. Io thee my love diuine. 

Caf. I drinke to thee, ſweeting. 

Fel. Plague on thee for an Afﬀle. 


Caft.Now thou haſt ſcene the Court,by the perfettion 


of it, doſt not enyy it ? 

Fel. I wonder it doth not envy me. 
Why man, I have been borne upon the ſpirits wings, 
The ſoules ſwift Pegaſus, the phantafie : 

And from the height of contemplation, 

Have view'd the feeble joynts men torter 0n. 

T envy none ; but hate, or pitty all. 

For when I view, with an intentive thought, 
That creature faire, but proud 3 kim rich, but ſot : 


- Fhe other witty,but unmeaſured arrogant 


Him great, yet boundleffe in ambition : 
Him high-borne, bur of baſe life : other fear'd, 
Yet feared feares, and feares moſt, to be moſt loved : 


The 


caſting bortle 
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Antonio and Mellida. 


The other learn'd, but ſelfe-opinionare. 
When I diſcourſe all theſe, ard ſee my ſelfe 
Nor faire, nor rich, nor witty, great, nor fear'd : 
Yet amply futed with all full content: 
Lord, how I clap my hands, and ſmooth my brow, 
Rubbing my quiet boſome;, toſlang up 
A gratetull ſpirit to omnipotence 
Caff. Ha, ha : but if thou knew'ſt my happineſle, 
Thoa wouldſt eyen grate away thy ſoule to duſt, 
In envy of my ſweet beatitude : 
I cannot ſleep for kifles : I cannot reſt 
For Ladics letters,that importune me 
With ſuch unuſed vehemence of love, 
Straight to ſollicite them, thar= | 

Fel. Confuſion ſeize me, but I thinke thou lyeſt. | 
Why ſhould I not be ſought to then as well ? X 
Fut, me thinkes, I am as like a man. | | 
Troth, I have a good head of haire, a cheeke, 1 
Not as yet wan'd ; a leg, faith, in the full : 

I ha not a red beard, take not Tobacco much : 
And S'lid, for otherparts of manlineſſe_ | 

Caft. Pew waw,you nere courted them in pompe : | 
Put your good parts in peeha, | 
Ha, and you had, why they would ha come off, ſprung | 
To yuu armes, and {u'd, and pray'd, and vow'd ; | 
And open'd all cheir ſweetneffe to your love. 

Fel. There are a number of ſuch things, as then | 
Have often urg'd me to ſuch looſe beliefe : 6 1-4 
But $'lid you all doe lie, you all doe lie. | 
I have put on good clothes, and ſmugg'd my face, 
Streoke a faire wench with a ſmart ſpeaking eye : | 
Courted in all ſorts, blunt,and paſſionace ; 
Had opportunity, put them to the ah : f 
And by this light I fiad them wondrous chaſt, | 
Impregnable, perchance a kifſe, or ſo ; | 
But for the reſt, O molt inexorable, 


KþAs 4s ned wt 


Caf. Nay 


Thefirſt part of 


Caft. Nay then ifaith,ptithee looke here, 


Shewes him the ſupti ſcription of 6 ſteming Letter. 


5 Fel. Toher mot efteemed, loued, and generons ſervant, 
| Sig. Caſtilio Balthax ar. DN 
Prthee from whom comes this ? faith I mult ſee. 
From her that is drvoted ty thee in moſt private ſweetes of ? 
love 2 Fo allhe. | 
Nay, god's my comfort, I mult ſee thereſt, d £ 
I mult, ſans ceremonit, faith I muſt. ] 


Feliche takes away the Letter by force. 
Caft. O, you ſpoile my Ruffe, unſet my hayre : good 


away. , 

Fel Item for ſtraight canvas, thirteene petice halfe- 
penny. Item for an ell and a halfe of taffata to couer your 
old canyas doublet, fourteene ſhillings and three pence. 
S' light, this is a Taylors bill. 

Caft. In footh it is the outlide of her letter, of which 
I tooke the coppy of a T aylors bill. 

Dil. But tis not ctoſt, I am ſute of that. Lord have 
mercy on him, his credite hath given up the laſt gaſpe. 
Faith Ile Jeaue him, for hee lookes as mmelanchally as a 
wenchthe firft night ſhe-— _ exit. 

Fel. Heneſt musk-60d, twill not bee fo ſtitched -toge- 
ther,take that,and that,and bely no Ladies loue : {weare 
no more by Ieſu, this Madatn, that Lady : hence, goes 
forſweare the preſence, trayaile three yeares to bury this 
baſtinado : avoyde, puffe-paſt, avoyde.. | 

Caſt. And tell Bot my Lady mother, V Vell, as 1 ant 
2 true gentleman, if the kad not wild me on het blefling; 
Rot to ſpeyle my face , if I could tor finde in thy Heaft 
to fipht, would I tnight nete eats a Potatoes Pye 
more. % 
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Enter 


Antonio and Alellida. 


Enter Balurdo backward, Dildo following him with & 
l,oking glaſſe in one hand, and «candle in the other 
hand : Flauia following him backward,with « looking 
glafſe tn one hand,and a candle in the other 3 Roſſaline 
Jofowing her ; Balurdo and Roſſalize ſtand ſetting 


aur, 
of faces : and [o the Sceane begins. 


5 of | 


Fel. More foole , more rare fooles ! O, for time and - 


pl1ce, long enough,and large enoughzto a& theſe fooles? 
Here might bee made a rare Scene of folly , if the plac 

could beare it. 
Bal. By the ſuger-candy sky,hold up the glaſſe higher, 
that I may ſte to ſweare in faſhion, O, one looke more 
od & would ha made them ſhine ; gods neakes,they would 
haue ſhowne like my miſtreſle row. Even ſo : A Duke 
frownes for all this curſond world : eh that gerne kils,ic 
kils. By my golden What's the richeſt thing about me ? 

Dil, Your teeth. | 

Bal. By my golden tcethzhold up ; that I may pur in : 
hold upI ſay, that I may ſee to puton my gloues, 

Dil. O , delicious ſweete cheekt maſter , if you diſ- 
charge bur one glance from the leyell of that ſer face : 
O, you will ſtrike a wench ; youle make any weneh loue 
you. | 
Bal. By Ieſu , I thinke I am as elegant a Courtier, 
as How lik'ſt thou my fuire ? 


Ty at for an Aſſe. 

i$ Bal. Well, Dildo , no chriſten creature ſhall knovy 
hereafter,what I will doe for thee heretofore. | 

Tt Ro. Here wants a little white, Flauta. 

F, Dil. I but maſter , you haue one little fault; you 


tt Wl {leepe open mouthad. 


G Batt. Pew, thou jeſt. In good ſadneſſe, Ile hane a 


looking glafſe nal'd ro: che teſtarn of the bed , thar 
D I may 


Catz.. All, beyond all,no peregall : you are wondred | 


> The fir(6 part of 


I may ſee when I ſteepe , whether tis ſo , or not 3 take 
heed you lye not : goe toztake heed youlye noc. 

Fla. By my troth, you leoke as like the Princeſſe,now 
I, but her lip is lip is alitle reader, avery little 
redder : but by the helpe of Art,or Nature, cre I change 
my perewigge,mine ſhall be-as red - | | 

Bal. O, 1,that:face,chat eyezthat ſmyle,that writhing 
of your bedy , that wanton dandling of your fan, be- 
comes prethely, ſo fweethly , tis eventhe goodeſt Lady 
chat breaths , the moſt amiable Faith the fringe 
of your ſattin peticore 'is ript. Good faith Madam, they 
ſay you are the moſt bounreous Lady to your women, 
that ever O moſt delicious beautic | Good Ma- 
dame let me kith it. | 


Enter Piero, 

Fel. Rare ſport,rare ſport . A female feole, and a fe- 
male flatterer. | 
Rofſ. Body a megthe Duke : away the glaſle, - i 
Pie. T ake up yourpaper, Roſ/aline. | 
Rofſ. Notmine,my Lord. 
Pie. Not yours,my Lady ? Le ſee what tis. 
Bal. And how does my ſweete miſtreſſe > O Lady 


deare , even as tis an old ſay, T is an 6ld horſe that can 
acither wighy , nor wagge his taile : even ſo doeTI hold 


my fet face ſtill : euen ſo, tis a bad courtier that can nei- 


ther diſcourſe,nor bloy his noſe, | 
Pie. Meet me at Abrahams , the Tewes , where I 


Sought my Amazon diſguiſe. A ſhippe lies in the port, 


ready bound for England ; make haſte,come private. 
Enter Caftuio, Foroboſco. 
Antonio, Forobaſeo, 4lherto, Feliche, Cafilig, Balardo ? 
run,lecepe the Palacc,poſt co.the ports, goe te my daugh- 
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Antgnia and Mellida. 


ters chamber : whither now ? (cud to the ewes, ſtay, 
run to the gates , flop the gundakes , let none paſſe the 
marſh , doe all at once. Antonio ?. his head, his head. 
Keepe you the Court,the reſt ſtand ſill,or runne,or goes 


or ſhout, or ſearch, or (cud, or call,or hang, or doe doe. 


doe, ſu ſu ſu,ſomerkjng : I know not who who who, 
what I doe doe doe,nor who wha who, where I amy. 
O triſta traditriche, rea,rihalda fartung, 
Negando mi vindetta mi cau(a fera morte. 

Fel. Ha ha ha, I could breake my (pleene at his im- 
patience. 


Ant). Alma 0 gratioſa fortuna fiate fauorevole, 
Et fortunati fiano vaeti del mia dulce Meftida, Met- 
lids. 


Mel. Alas Antonio, I haue loſt thy note. 
A number mount my ſtaires ; Ile ſtraight rexurne. 
- Fel. Antonio, 
Bee not aftright,(weete Prince ; appeaſe thy feare , 
Buckle thy ſpirits up, put all thy wits 
In wimble a&ion,or chou arr (urpriſrd. 
Anto. 1 care not. 
Fel. Art mad, or de(perate ? or | 
Anto. Both,both,all, all : I pree thee let me lye ; 
Spighe of you all,[ can,and I will dye. 
Fel. You arediſtraught; O, this is madneſſe breath, 
Ant. Each man take hence life,but no man dearth : 
Hee's a good fellow,and keepes open houle : 
A thouſand thouſand wayes lead ro his gate, 
To his wide mouth*d porch: when niggard life 
Hath but one little little wicket through. 
Wee wring our ſclues into this wretched world, 
To pule,and weepezexclaime,to curſe and raile, 
To fret,and ban the fates,to ſtrike the earth 
As Idoe now. Antonig curſe thy birth, 


And dye. | 
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The firſt part of 


Fel. Nay,heaven's my comfort,now you are perverſe ; 


You know I alwayes loy'd you ; pree thee liue. 


Wilt thou ſtrike dead thy friends , draw mourning 


teares, 


An. Alas Feliche, T ha nere a friend ; 
No countreyzfarher,brother,kinſman left 
To weepe my fate,or ſigh my funeral : 

I roule but up and downegand fil! a ſcat 


In the datke caue of dusky miſery. 
Fel. Fore heaven,the Duke comes : hold you,take my 


key, 


Slinke to my chamber, looke you ; thatis it : 
ou find a ſuite I wore at Sea : 

flip away. Nay,pretious, 

If youle be peeviſh,by this light,Ile (weare, 
Thou rayl»Jit upon thy loue before thou dyedff, 


There ſhall 
Take it, an 


And call'd her ftrumpet. 
Ant. Sheele not credit thee. 


Fel. Tutzthatss all one : Ile defame thy loue ; 
And make thy dead trunke heldin vile regard, 
Ant. Wilt needs haue it ſo ? why then Antonio, 


Viue eſpersn7a,in defpetta del fato. 


Enter Piero, Galcatzo , Matzagente, Foroboſco, Balur- 


do, and Caſtilio, with weapons. 


Pie. O, my {weet Princes, was't not brauely found ? 


Even there I found the notecyen there it lay. 
I kifſe the place for joy,that thereit lay. 

This way hee went,here let us make a ſtand : 
Ie keepe this gate my (elfe: O gallant youth ! 
Ile drinke carouſe unto your countries health, 


Enter Aztonig., 


Even in Antonio s ſcull. 
_ Ball. Lord blefle us : his breath is more fgarefull'then 


2 Sex» 


Wy 


Antonio and Mellida. 


2 Sergeants yoice, when hee cryes ; I arreſt. 
Ant. Stop Antonio, keepe,keepe Autonto, 
Pie. Where,where man,where ? 


Ant. Heere , heere : let mee purſue him downe the 


marſh, 
Pie. Hold,there's my ſigner, take a gundelet : 
Bring me his headghis head,and by mine honour, 


: Tle make thee the wealthieſt Mariner that breathes. 


Anto, 1le ſweate my blood out,till I haue him ſafe. 
Pie, Speake heartily Ifauh,good Mariner, 

O, wee will mount in triumph : ſoone at night, 

Ile ſet his head up. Lets thinke where. * 
Bal. Vpon his ſhoulders , that's the fitteſt place for 


it, If it bee not as fit asif it were made for them z ſay 


Balurds,thou art a ſot,an Afle. 
Enter Mellida in Pages attire, dauncing. 


Pie. Sprightly Tfaith. In troth he's ſomewhat lik 
My daughter Me/idg : but alas poore ſoule, | 
Her honours heeles,God knowes,are halfe fo light. 

Mel. Eſcap't I am, ſpite of my fathers ſpight. 

pie. Ho, this will warme my bofonk ere 1 lleepe. 


GTEnter Flavia running. 


Fla. O my Lord,your __— 

Pie. 1,1, my daughter's (ate enough, I warrant thee. 
This vengeance on the boy will lengthen out 
My dayes unmeaſuredly. 


' Ir ſhall bee chronicled,rime to come ; 


Piero Sforza flew Andrugi's (onne. 
Fla. 1, bur my Lord your daughter. 
Pie. 1, I, my good wench,thee is ſafe enovgh. 
Fla. O, then nay Lord, you know ſhe's run away. 
Pie. Run away ,away, how run away ? 


D 3 Fla. 
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The feſt por 
Fla. She's yaniſh'd in an inſtant; none knows whithec 
Pie. Purſue, purſue, fly, run, poſt, ſcud away. -* - 


Feliche finging, And was not good King Sal6mon. , 


Fly,call,runne,row,ride.cry,ſhour,hurry, haſt : 
Haſt,hurry,ſhout cry,ridezrowzrunne,call;fly 
Backward and forward, every way about. . 
Maldetta fortana chy condura [orta 
Che faro, che duro, pur fugir tanto mal ! 
Caft. Twas you that ftrook mie even nowgwas it not? 
Fel. It was Lthat trooke you cyen now, 
Caft., You baftinadoed mie, I rake it. Set 
- Fel. I baſtinadoed you, 5nd you tooke it. | 
| Caff. Faith fir, I have the richeſt TobaccÞ it thi court 
for you, I would bee glad to make you ſatisfaQtion, if 1 
have wronged you. I would notthe Sun ſhould ſcr upon 
your anger, give me your hand. 
Fel. Content faith,fo thou'hkt breed. no more (ach lies. 
I hate rot man, but mans lewd qualities. 


AcTyYSQFVAakrTtyvs.' 
Enter Antonio , in bjs Sea gowne, Tunning. 


V aine breath, vyaine breath, Antonio's loſty 
He cannot finde himſelfe, nor ſeize himſelfe. 
Alas, this that you ſee, is not Axronto, 
His ſpirit hovers in Pzero's court, 
Huiling abour his agill-faculries, 
To apprehend the vght of Mettda. 


Art. Sb top Antomo, ſtay Antonio. | 


But poore, poore foule,wanting apt inſtruments 

To ſpeafe or ſce, ſtands dumbe and blinde, [ad ſpirit, 
Roul d up in gloomy clouds as blacke as ayre, 
Thiough which the ruſty Coach of Nightis drawne ; 


Tis 


Pa” oP 


Antonioand Mellida. 
'T is ſo, Ile give you inſtance thartis ſo. 
Conceipt you me. As having dlaſpt a roſe 
Within my'palme, the roſe being rane away, 
My hand reraines a little brearh of {weet : 
So may mans trunke, his ſpirit flipt ayvvay, * 
Hold {ill a faint perfume of his [weet gheſt. 
Tis ſo ; for when diſfcurftve powers fly out, _ 
And rome in progreſſe rhrongh the bounds of heavens 
T he (oule it (el fe gallops along with them, 
As chicfetaine of this winged troupe of thought, 
Whilſt the dull lodge of ſpirn Randerh waſt, 
Vncill the foule returne from VVhat was't I ſaid ? 
Q, this is nought but ſpeckling melancholly. 
I have beene 
T hat Morpheus tender skinp——e Coſen-germane 
Beare with me good 
Mellida : clod npon clod thus fall. 
Hell is beneath, yet heaven u over all. 


Enter Andrugio, Lucio, Cole, at4 Norwood. 

And. Come Lucio, let's goe eate, what haſt thou got * 
Rootes, Toores ? alas, they are ſeeded, new cut up. 
O, thou haſt wronged Natare, Lucio -- 
But bootes not much, thou but purſu'ſt the world, 
T hat cuts off vertue” fore it comes.to growth, 
Leſt it ſhould ſeed, and ſo ore-run ber ſonnc, 
Dull pur-blnd errour. Grye me water, boy. 
There is nopoyfon in't T hope, they ſay : 
That lukes in maſhe plate : and yet the earth _. | 
Is ſo infeed with a generall plague, | 
That he's 'maſt wiſe, thatthinkes there's no man foole : ; 
Righr prudent that 'efteemes no creature jult : Te 
Great policy the leaſt things ro miſtruſt. | A 
Give me Aſiy— Hor we morke greatnefſe now ? { - 

Ly. Aftrong conceipt isTtich, ſo moſt men deeme : | — 
If notto be, us comfortyet to ſceme, 

D 4 - "on; 
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And. V Vhy man,I never was a Prince ill now, 
TT is not the barcd parezthe bended knees, 
Guilt T ipſtaues , T yrian purple, chaires of State, 
T roopes of pide butterflies, that flutter ſtill 
In Greatnefle Summer,that confirme a Prince 1 
|. Tis not the unſayory breath of mulcicudes, 
Shouting and clapping,with confuſcd dinne, 


That makes a Prince. No Lucio, hee's a King, Ss A 
A true right King,that darcs doe ought,ſaue wrong , W 
* Feares nothing mortall,buc to be unjuſt; M 


VVho is not blowne up with the flatrering puffes 
Of ſpungie Sycophants : Who ſtands unmoou'd, 
Wt Deſpight the jyſtling of opinion : 
By be | VVho can enjoy himſclfe, maugre the throng 
Mey! That ftrive to preſſe his quiet out of him : 
WF) ' VVho fits gpon Joes footſtooleas I doe, 

"31 Adoring, net affe&ing Majeſtic : | 

W.4 HY VVholec brow is wreathed with the falver croyyne 
Of cleare content : This, Lucio,is a King, 
And of this Empire, every man's poſleſt, 
That's worth his ſoule, 

Lu. My Lord, the Genowayes had wont to ſay—+ 
And. Name not the Geyowayes : that yery word 

Vnkings me quite, makes me vile paſſions ſlauc, 

O, you that made open the glibbery Ice 

Of vulgar fayour, view Andrugio. 

Was never Prince with more applauſe confirm'd, 
With lowder ſhouts of triumph launched out 

Into the ſurgic maine of Government : 

Was never Prince with more deſpight caft out, 
Left ſhipwrakt, baniſht, on merc guiltleſſe ground. 
O rotten props of the craz'd multitude. 
How you till double, faulter, vnder the lighteſt chance 
T hat ſtpaines your vaines. Alas, one battell loſt, 
Your whooriſh Joue , your drunken healths , your hoyts 

_ and ſhones, Et} 


_ Your 


Antonio and Mellida. 


J Your (ſmooth God ſaue's, and all pou devils laſt, 


T hart cempts our quiet, to your hell of throngs. 
Spit on me Lucto, for I am turn'd flane; 
Obſerue how paſſion dominieres over me. 
Lu. No wonder,noble Lord,having loſt a ſonne, 
A Countrey, Crowne, and'— 
And. 1 Lucio, baving loſt a ſonne,a ſonne, 
J A countrey,hoale,crowne,ſonne. O lares, miſereri lares. 
Which ſhall I firſt deplore 2 My ſonne,my ſonne, 
My deare [weet boy,my deare 4ntorto, \ 
Ant. 4ntonio ? 
And. 1,eccho,l; I meane A4ntomo. 
Ant. Antonis,who meanes A4rtonio ? 
And. Where art ? what art ? know'ſt thou Antonio? 
Ant. Yes. 
And. Liues hee ? 
Ant, No. 
And. Where lies he dead ? 
Ant. Heere. 
And. V Vhere? 
Ant. Heere. 
And. Art thou Antonio? 
Ant. I thinke I am. 
And.Doſt thou but think?what,doſt not know thy ſelt: 
Ant. He is a foole rhat thinks be knowes himſelfe. 
Andr, pon thy faith to heaven, giue me thy name. 
Anto. 1 were not worthy of A4ndragio's blood, 
It I denied my name's Antonio. : 
Andy. 1 were not worthy to bee call'd thy father, 
It I denied my name 4ndrugio. 
And doſt thou liue ? O let me kiſſe thy cheeke, | 
And deaw thy brow with trickling drops of joy. lo 
Now heavens will be done : for I haue liu'd by: 
& Is ſce my joy, my ſonne Antonio. 9] 
Y Giue me thy hand ; now Fortune doe thy worft, 
BY His blood, that lapt thy ſpirit in the wombe, j 


Thus 
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- The firſt part of 


Thus (in his loue) will make his armes thy tombe. 
Ant. Bleſſe not the body with your tvwining armes, 
Which is accurſt of heaven. @,what black finne 
 Hath been committed by our ancient Houle, 

Whole ſcalding vengeance lights upon ou: heads, 

That thus the world,and fortune caſts us out, 

As loathed objeRts, ruines branded ſlaues. 

And. Doe not expoſtulate the heavens will : 
But O, remember to forget thy felfe : 

Forget remembrance what thou once haſt been. 
nar with me from our this open ayre. 
Even trees haue tongues,and will betray our life. 
I am arayling of eur houſe,my boy : 

Which formne will not envie; tis ſo meanc, 
And like the world(all durt)there ſhalr thou rip 
The inwards of thy fortunes, in mineeares, 
Whil& T fit weeping,blind with paſſions teares : 
Then lic bevinomd veele ſuch order keepe, 

T hat one ſhall fill tell griefes,the other weepe. 

Exit Andrupio,leaving Antonio.ard bis Page. 

Ant. Ile follow you. Boy, prethee ſtay alittle; 
Thou haſt had a good voice, if this celd Marſh, 
"Wherin we lurke,haue not corrupted tt. 

| Enter Mclhiday/#anding out of iffehtin her Paget. ſute. 
I prechee fang;; but firra (marke you me) 
Let each note breathe theheatt of paſſion, 
The (ad extrafture of extreameſt gnefe. . ny 
M ke me a ftraine ſpeake greaning like a Bell, 
T hat rowles depajting {oules. "4 | 
Breathe me a poyat that may inforce me weepoy, 
To wriing myhands,to breake-my'ourfed breaſt, 
Raue and exclumgghe groutling-on the earths, -. 
Straight ſtart wp ftantick, crying, Heftida. - 
Sing but, A4ntonso hath lofe-Mellide, {Va 9 
And thouthaleſeeme((like a man polſelt) © 
Howle out ſuch pailiongthat entn this On, 
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Will ſqueaſe our teares from out his (pungic cheekes, 

The rockes eyen groant, and — 

Pree thee, pree thee fing : 

Or I ſhall nere ha done when I am in. 

T's harder for me end, then to begin. | 
The boy runnes 6 note, Antonio breakes it. 

For looke thee boy,my griefe that hath no end, 

] may begin to plaine, but —pree thee ſing. 


CANTANT. 


Mell, Heaven keepe you fir. 
, Ant. Heaven keepe you from me, fir. 

 Mef. 1 maſt be acquainted with you,fir. 

Ane. Wherefore ? Art thou infeted with miſery, 

Sear'd with the anguiſh of calamitie ? 

Art thou true ſorrow, hearty griefe; canſt weepe ? 

I am not for thee if thou can not raue, 

Antonio ffs on the ground. 

Fall Hat on the grotind, and thus exclaime on heauen; 

O rrifling Nature, why.enſpir'dftthon breath ? 

Mef.. Stay fir, I thinke you named Me#idg. 
Anto. Know'ſt thou Meſ/tida ? 

Mell. Yes. 

Anto. Haſt thou (cene Mellias ? 

Meſl. Yes. 

Anto. Then thou haſt ſcene the glory of her ſex, 

The muficke of Nature, the unequall'd luſtre | 

of unmatched Excellence, the united {weet = 

Of heavens graces, the moſt adored beautie, |; 

T hat ever ſtrucke amazemenr in the world. WE 
Mell. You ſcemeto loue her. "8 
Ant. V Vith my very ſoule. T 

Mel. Sheele hotrequite it: all her loue is fixt 

Vpon a Gallant, one Antonio, 

The Duke of Genoas ſonne, I'was her Page; " 

nd 


The firſt part of 


And often as I wayted ſhe would ſigh, 
O, deare £nt0nio ; and to ſtrengthen chought, 

Would clip my necke, and kiffe, and kifle me thus. 
Therefore leave loving her : fa, faith me thinkes, 

Her beauty is not halte ſo raviſhing 

As you diſcourſe of, ſhe hath afreckled face, 

' Alow forchead, and a lumpiſh eye. 

Ant. O heaven, chat I ſhould heare fuch blaſphemy. 
Boy, rogue, thou lyeſt, and | 
Spanento dell mio core dolce Mellida, 

Digraua morte reforo vero dolce Meltida, 
Geleſta ſaluatrice ſourana Mellida 
Det mio ſperar ; trofeo vero Mellidg. 
Mel. Diletta & /0aue anime mis Antonio, 
Godeuole bele2 a corteſe Antonio. 
Sienior mio 0 virginal amore bel» Antonis 
Guſto dellimei [en fi car” Antonio. 
Ant. O /ſuamiſce il cor in vn ſoaue baccio, 
Mel. Murono i ſenſi nel deſtato defi : 
Ant. Nel Cielo puo leſſer beltg pia chiara. 
Mel. Nel mondy pot eſſer beltapis chiara ? 
Ant. Dawmmi vn baccis da queRa boeca beata, 
Baſitammi, cogiter | aura odprata 
Che in/ua neggia in quello dolce labra. 
Mel. Dammit pimpero del tuo gradit' amore 
Che bea me, coſemptterno honore, 
Cof, coft mi conuerra morir. 
Good {weet, {cout ore the marſh : for my heart tremblcs 
At every little breath that ſtrikes my eare, 
When thou returneſt : and I will diſcourſe 
how I deceiv'd the Court : then thou ſhalr tell 
How thou eſcap'dſt the watch : weele poynt our ſpecch 
With amorous kifling, kiſhing commaes, and even ſucke 
T he liquid breath from out each others lips. 
Ant. Dull clod, no man bur ſuch ſyveer favour clips. 
] goc; and yet my panting blood perſwades me i, 
| urne 


Antonio and Mellida. 


Turne coward in her ſight ?- away, away. 

I thinke confuſion of Babef'is fallen upon theſe lovers 
that they change their language ; bur I feare mee, my 
maſter having but feigned the perſon of a woman, hariz 
got their unfezgned imperfettion, and-is growne double 
roneu'd: as for Mel/lida , ſhee were no woman, if thee 
pin; not yield ſtrange language, But howſoever, if I 
ſhould fit in judgement, tis an errour eaſier to bee pardo+ 
ned by the auditors, thea exculed by the authors ; and 


yet ſome private reſpe may rebate the edpt of the kee- 
ner cenſure. 


Ewter Piero, Caſtilio, Matzagente, Foroboſco, Feliche, 
Galcatzo, Balurdo, and his P axe, at another doore. 


Pie. This way ſhe tooke, ſearch my ſweet gentlemen, 
How now Balurdo,canſt thou meet with any body ? 

Bal. AsI am true gentleman, Imade my horle (wear 
I that he hath nere a dry thread on him, and I can meerc 
with no living creature, hut men and beaſts. In good 
{ſadnefſe, I would have (worne I had ſcene HMeftida even 
now, for I ſaw athing ſtirre under a hedge, and I prep'c, 
and I ſpyed a thing, and I peer'd, and Srweer'd under- 
neath : and truely a right wiſe man might haye been de- 
ceived, for it was 

Pie. What in the name of heaven ? 

Bal. A dun cowe. 

Fel. Shad nere a kettle on her head ? | 

Pie. Boy,didft thou ſee a yong Lady paſſe this wav ? 

Gal. Why ſpeake you not ? 

Bal. Gods neakes, proud elfe,give the Duke reverence, 
ſtand bare with a 
Whogh ' heavens blefſe me, Mefids, Melids. 

Pie. Where man, where-? 

Bal. Turn'd man , turn'd man: women weare the 
breeches, loe here, 


Pe. 


OO TS. eo ee oenmns  Bouo  neoI—— OG _—— O_——e__ho- 


Thar Iletoſle love like a pranke , pranks it , a rimc for 


The firſt part of 


Pie. Light and ngdutious ! kneele not, peevith Elte, 

Speake not, entreat not, ſhame unto my houſe, - 

urſe to my honour. V Vhere's Antonio ? 

Thou traytreſſe tomy hate, what is he ſhipt 

For England now ? well, whimpring harlot, hence. 
Mef. Good father —— 

Pi.Good me no goods.Secft thou that ſprightly yanth? 

Exe thou can(t terme te morroyw morning old, 

Thou thalc call him thy husband, Lord,and Loye. | 
MeR. Ay mee! = | 
Pie. Blirt on your ay mees, guard her ſafely hence, 

Drag her away, lle be your guard to night. | 

Young Prince, mount up your pag and prepare 

To ſoſemnize your Nuptialls Eye with pompe. 

Gal. Thetime is ſcant, now nimble wits appeare, 

Phebu begianes togleame, the welkin's cleare. 


8A A ra fa wo 


Exeusrt «fl, but Balurdo and his P age. 


Bal. Nownimble wits appeare : Ile my (elfe appeare, 
Balurds's (clfe, that in quicke wit doth ſurpaſle, 
V Vill ſhevy the ſubſtance of a compleat— 
Dil. Aſſe, Aſe 
Bal. Wle moygtmy courſer,and moſt gallantly prick— 
Diu. Gallantly prick is too long, and ſtands bardly in 
the verſe, fir. 
Bal: Ile ſpeake pare rime, and will ſo bravelyprank it, 


ped o&,._ 


pranke jt. 

Dtil. Blankit, ; 
. . 841, Thaclle tofſe] oye like a dog in a blanket : 
Ha, ha, indeede law, I thinke ha, ha,. I thinke ha, ha, 
I thinke' I fhall tickle the Muſes. -And I ſtrike u 
not deade , ſay, Bafurdo , thou art an arrrant 


Dor 


, 


$ 


"1. Balurdo, thou art an arrant Sot. © 


Enter 


Antonio and Mellida. 
| Enter Andrugio and Antonio wreathedeopether, 


Luco. 


And. Nowgcome united force of chap-fall'n death; 

Come, power of fretting anguith, leaye diſtreſle. 

O, thus infolded, we have breſts of praofe, 

Gainſt all the venom'd ſtings of ao! ade 
Ant. Father, now I have an Antidote, 

Gainft all che poy{on that the world can breath. 

My Mellida, my Meffida doth bleſle | 

T his bleake waſt with her preſence. Haw nov boy,' 

Why doſt thou weepe ? alas,whete's MeHida ? | 
Ant. Ay me, my Lord. | 
41d, A ſudden horror doth.inyade my blogg, 

My fineywes tremble, and my panting heart 

Scuds round about my boſome to gee out, 

Dreading the aflailant, herrid paſſion : 

Q, be no tyraut, kill me with oge þlow. 

Speake quickely, brictely boy, 

P6. Her father found, and ſ(ciz'd hery ſhe is gone. 
Apgd. Son, heatthy blood, be not froſe up with griefe. 

Courage. ſweet boy, finke not beneath the waighe 

Ofcruſhing mifchiefe. O where's thy daugulefle heart, 

T hy fathers ſpirit ? I renounce thy blood, \ 

If thou farſake chy valour. 

Lu. Sec how his griefe ſpeakes in his ſlow-pac't ſteps * 

Alas, *tis more then he can ucter, let him goe. 

Dumbe ſolitary path beſt (ureth woe. : 
And. Give me my armes, my armour Zucio. L 
Ln. Deare Lord, what meanes this rage,when lacking 

Scarce ſafes your life, will you in armour rile ? ue 

- nd, Fortune feares yalour, prefleth cowardize. 
Lu. Then vyalour gets applauſe, when it bath place, 

And meanes to blaze it. 

And. Nunquam poteſs non eſſe. of 
Le. Patience, my Lorfd,may bring your ills ſome _ 
| Azs. 
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The firſt part of 
And. What patience, friend, can ruin'd hopes attend ? 
Come,let me dye like old A#drugio : F 


Worthy my birth. O blood-true»-honoured graues a 
Are facre more bleſſed then baſe life of ſlaues, Exeunr, 


ACTVS QVINTVS, 


Enter Balurd 0,4 Painter with two pifures,@nd Dildo. ye 


Hf Bal. A*N D are you a Painter fir, can youdraw, 
* can you draw ? 
Pay. Yes (ir. | 
Bal. Indeed law ; now fo can my fathers fore-horle, 
And are theſe the workemanſhip of your hands ? 
Py. I did limne them, | 
Bal. Limne them ? a goud word, limne them : whoſe 
i@ure is this ? {ono Domini, 1599. Belceue mee ma- 
er anno Domini was of a good ſctled age when you 
lymn'd him, 1 599. yeares old ? Lets ſec the other. 
EterS ſue 24. Bir Lady ht is ſomewhat younger. Belike 
maſter Eratis ſue was 4nn0 Dominies ſonne. 
Pay. 1s not your maſter a 
Dil. Hee hath a lutle proclivitie ro him. 
as. Proclivitic , good youth ? I thanke you for your 
courtly proclivitie. 
Bal. Approach good fir. I did ſend for you to draw 
mee adevite, an Imprex3a, by Synecdoche a Mott. By 
Phebus crymſon taftata mintle, I rhinke I ipeake as me- 
todiouſly, looke you fir , how thinke you on't ? I would 
haue you paint mee, for my device, a good fat legge of 
ewe mutton , ſwimming in ſtewd broth of plums (boy 
| keele your mouth, it runs over) and the word ſhall be ; 
| Hold my diſh, whilſt 1 ſpill my poattage: Sure in my con- 
| {cience, twould be the moſt ſweete device, now 
Pay. Tvvould fent of kitchun-Rtuffe too much, 


Bal. 


Antonio-and Mellida. 


Bal. Gods neaks,now I remember megT ha the rare 
deviſe in my head that ever breathed. Can you paint me 
a driycling reeling Song,and let the word be, Vh. 

Pain. A belch. | 

Hal. O no,no : Vh,p»int me vh,or nothing; 
| Pain. It can not be done fir, but by a (ceming kind of 
drunkennefle. 

Ral. No ? well,iet mee. haue a good mafke ring, with 
your owne pocfie graven 1n it ,' that muſt fing a (mal! 
trebble,word for word, thus,” 

And if tbou wilt my true lover be, 
Come follow me to the greene wood. 
Pain. O Lord fir,l cannot make a piture ling. | 
Ba.Why? zlid,I haue (cen paintcd things fing as ſweet: 
Buc I hau't twi'] rickle it, for a conceit ifaith, 
Enter Feliche,ard Alberto. 
Alb. Q deare Feliche, giuc me thy device. 
How ſhall I purchaſe loue of Rofatine ? 
Fel. $'will, flatter her ſoundly, - + 
Alb. Hcr loue is ſuch, I cannot flacter her : 
But with my utmoſt vehemence of ſpeech, 
I haue ador'd her beauties. EY 
Fel. Haſt writ good mooving unaffected rimes to her? 

Alb. O yes,Feliche,bur "oy nee my Writ. | 

Fel. Haſt thoupreſented her with ſumptuous gifts ? 

Alb. Alas, my Fries are too Weake to offer them. 

Fel. O then I have it, ile tell thee what to doe. 

Alb. What, good Feliche ? 

Fel. Goe hang thy ſelfe; I ſay,goec hang thy (elfe; 
If that thou canſt not giue,goe hang thy ſelfe : 
lle rime thee dead, or yerſc thee to the rope. 


How chinkft thou of a Poet that ſung thus.? _ ws. 


Muner ſola pacant, ſola addunt munera jormam: 
Munere ſolicites Pallada, Cypris erit. 


Munera, munera. 4 
Alb. lle goc and b;eath: my woes unto the rockes,. — 


C 
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_ The firſt part of 


And ſpend my griefe vpon the deafeſt ſcas. 


| He weepe my (ran to the ſenſcleſle trees, 


And load mot ſolitarie ayre with plaints. 
For woods,trees,(ca,or rocky Appenine, 
Is not ſo ruthlefſe as my Rofalize. 
Farewell deare friend, expe no more of me, 
Here ends my part in this lougs Comedy. Exit lb, 
| Exit Painter. 

Fel. Now maſter Balurde,whither are you going, ha? 

Bal. Signior Feliche, how doe you faith , and by my 
troth, how doe you ? 

Fet. VVhither art thou going,brlly ? 
| Bal. And as heayen helpe me, how doe you ? 

How doe you Ifaith he ? | 

Fel. Whither art going man ? | 

Bal. O God,to the Court,lle bee willing to giue you 
grace and good countenance, it I may but ſee you in the 
Preſence. 

Fel. O to Court ? Farewell. 

Bal. If youſee.one in a yellow T affata doublet , cut 
upon carnation Velure,a greene hat, a blew paire of yel- 
vet hoſe, agilt rapier , and an orange tawney paire of 
worſted (ilke ſtockings, that's Lthat's I 

Fel. Very good, f ewell. 

Bal. Ho, you ſhall know me as ea{ily, I have bought 
me anew greene feather with a red ſprigg ; you ſhall ice 
my wrought ſhirc hang out at my breeches ; you ſhall 
know mee. - 

Fel. Very good, very good, farewell. 

Bal. Marry in the Maske twill be ſomewhat hard, Bur 
if you heare any body (peake fo wittily,that he makes all 


theroome laugh;that's I,thar's I, Farewell good Signior. 


Enter Foroboſco,Caſtilio,s boy carying @ gilt harpe,Piero, 
Mellida #n 2ight apparel, Roſſaline,Flavia, two P ages. 


Pier. Adyance the Muſicks Prize, OW Capring wits, 
| Riſe 


Antonio and Mellida, 


Rp your higheſt mount ; let choyce delight 
Garland the brow of this triumphant night, 
otoot, airs like Lucifer himſelfe. | 

Roa. Good (weet Duke , ficlt lerttheir voyces ſtraine 
for Muſicks prize. Giue me the golden harpe : faith with 
your favour, Ile bee V mpereſle. 
| Pte, Sweet necce.content : boys cleare your voice and 
10g. 

I. CANTAT, 


 Roffa; By this Gold, I had rather haue a ſervant with 
a ſhort noſe, and a thinne hayre , then have fuch a hizh 
fircechr minikin voyce. ES) 

Pier. Faire Necce, your reafon ? 
Rofſ. By the (weer of Loue,I ſhould feare extreamely 
chat he were an Eunuchs., | 

Caft. Sparke ſpirit, how like yowhis yoyce ? 
Roff. .>parke ſpiric,how like you his yoyce ? | 
50 helpe mee youth, thy yoyce ſqueakes like a drie corke 
thooe : come, come,letsheare the next. - 


Pie. Trult mea pood ſtrong meane.Welſung'my boy. 
£2454 8 Enrer Balufdo. l 
Ral. Hold,holdzhold : are yee blinde ? could you not 
lee my voice comming, for.the Harpe. And I knocke nor 
Diviliorv on the head,take hence the harpe, make mee a 
llip,apd It we got but for rune pence.” Sir Parke, ſtrike 
up for Maſter Balurdo. 


'-47C ANTAT, 


Indgerenct Gentlemengjudgement, Waſt riot aboue Jine?- 
F-appeale ts your moutties that heard ry Fong. =» 
Ez Roffs. 


| | haue3g (errants, and mym 
.attct none of them ſeriouſly for any thing: One's apaſ- 
# cond's a tcafly ape and he raijes at me beyond reaſon * 


© Thefirſs part of 


Rofſ. Kneele downe , and Ne dub thee Knight of the 


golden harpe. 

Ba. Indeed law, doe ; and 1le make you Lady of the 
filver fiddleftick. 

Roſſ. Come kneelegkneele. 

Exter Page t0 Balurdo. 

Bal.My croth,I thanke you,it hath never a whiſtle int. 

Rofſ. Nay,good ſweet cur raiſe up your drooping cies, 
& I were at the poigt of, To haue and to hold, from this 
day forward , I vvould bs aſhamvd to looke thus Ilumpiſh. 
What,my pretty Cuz, tis but the lofſe of an od maiden- 
head : ſhall»s daunce ? thou art ſo ſad,harke in mine care. 


I vvas abeut to ſay,but Ile forbeare. | 
Be. Icome, Icome', mere then moſt hunny-ſuckle 


;f Cweerc Ladies , pine not for my preſence, Ile returne in 


mpc, Well ſpoke fir 7effrey Belurdo. As I am atruc 
b wa 


night, I feele honoura quence begin to grope me 
already. - , Exit. 
- Pie. Faich , mad necce, I wonder when thou wilc 


marry ? 'G 

Rofſ. Faith , kind Vncle, when men abandon jealou- 
ſte, forſake taking of Tobacco, -and ceaſe to weare their 
beards fo rudely Jong, Oh , to haue a husband with a 
mouth continually ſmoakjng, with a buſh of furs.on the 
ridge of his chinne , rezdy ſtill, co flop into his fomung 
chaps ; ahztis more than moſt intollerable, & 

Pre. Nay faith , ſweet neece, T was mighty ſtrong ig 
thoughe wee ſhould haue ſhucup night kar 49-45 Bug 
racdie : che 'Prince. of Millane thall have Mefids;; and 
chou-houldft have ——— ; SITLE MG: fr 

Rofj. No body , good ſweees Vncle. I tell you ſt, I 
y: that makes the four- 

y for ſomething,but 


tiech. Now l louc all of chem li 


belicfe 3 ithe (e- 


tonate faole , and he flatters mee 


the 


ntonto and Meiltda. 

the third's as graue as ſome Cenſor,and he ſtrokes up his 
muſtachoes thyee times z and makes fix plots of ſer faces, 
before hee ſpeakes one wiſe word : the fourth's as dry, 
as the burre of an heartichoke ; the fifth paints,and hath 
 alwayes a good coleur for what he ſpeakes : the fixt— 

Pie, Stay tay, (weet neece, what makes you thus (uſ- | 
pe& young gallants worth, 

Roff. Oh,when I ſee one weare a perewig,l] dread his - 
haire z another wallow in a great ſlop,1 miſt ruſt the pro 
portion of his thigh ; and wears a ruffled boor, I feare 
che fafhion of his legge. Thus,ſemething in each thing, 
one trick in every thing makes mee miſtruſt imperfeion 
In all parts; andthere's the full poynt of my addiQion. 


The Cornets ſound p Cyner. 


Enter Galeatze,Matzagente, azd Balurdo in mackery. 
Pte.T he roome's tos Daher tad in there cloſe. 
Met. In faith, faire fir, I am too ſad to daunce. | 
Pie.How's that,how's that?too (ad? By heayen dance, 

And grace him te,or,goe to,I ſay no more. 

Me[l. A burning "Taſe, the word fblendente phebo ? 

T is too curious,1 conceit it not. 

Cal. Faich ile tell thee. le no longer burne , then 
youle thine and ſmile upon my ne Hor tacks yee faireſt } 
by your pure ſweets, 
I doe not dote upon your excellence. 

And faith,unlefle you ſhed your brighteſt beames 

Of ſunny fayour,and acceptiue grace 

Vpon my tender loue,l doe not burne : 

Marry but ſhine,and ile refle& your beames, 

With fervent ardor. Faith 1 would be loath to flatter thee 

faire ſoule, becauſe I loue , net doat, court like thy huſ- 5 -: 

band ; which thy father ſweares , to morrow morne I Sou, 
| 


WF Wer SER 


- muſt be. This is all,;and now from henceforth, truſt me 


Aellids, ile not ſpeake one wiſe word to thee more... | 
E 3 _ Mel. 


tt 
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| Mell. 1 ruſt yee, -\ n E> 
' Gal. By my trath, Ile ſpeak pure foole to thee now. i 


| Mel. You will ſpeake the liker your ſelfe. c 
' Gal. Good faith,lle accept of the cockeſcombe, ſo is 
| you will notrefule the bable. f 
BRL Act. Nay good (weet, keepe them both, Jam cna- | A 
WE mour'd of neither. | ( 
WEE Gel. Gocto , Imult take you dawne for this. Lend ſx 
r | mec your care, bi 
i Roff. A glow worme, the word ? Splendeſcit tantsm MY 1 
' cencbris. | , 
i Afatt. O Lady, the glow wormefigurates my vatonr : 
m5 which ſhincth brighteſt ia moſt darke , diſmall and hor- 
EF rid atchicuements., | |; 
© © Roy. Or rather,your glow worme repreſents your wit, TS b 
' which onely ſeemes to hauc fire in it,though indeed tis L 
\ bur an feris fatuws , and ſhines onely in the darke dead 
4 night of fooles admiration. 3 
4 Matx. Lady, my wit hath ſpurs,if it were diſpo['d to 23S |: 


ride you. 
® Ro. Faith fir , your wits ſpurs haue but walk'ng 
#| xowels , dull,bluar,they will not draw blood : the geu- 25 
' tlemen Viſhers may 2dmit them the Preſence, for any KN 
WF. wwro>ng they can doe to Ladies, . 
+ * Bal. Truely, Thawue jtrayned a nore aboue Ela, for a k 
W# | device ; looke you, tis a faire ruP4 ſinzing booke : the - I 
' word, Perfet, if it were pricht. £ 
\ Fla. Thouzhyouare mask*r,T can guefe who you are " UV 
i {| by your wit. You ate nor the'exquilite Balurdo, the moſt - 
WK |, rarely ſhap* Balurdo. . | 
$] © 30. Who 1? No Tam not fir 7efrey Balurdo, I 2m 
| not as well knowen by my wit, as an Alchoufe by ared 
> 4- lartice.I am not worthy to loue and be belov'd of Flautg. 
F. * Fla. twill not fcorne to fayour ſuch good parts, as are 
; applauded in your rarelt ſclfe. ff 
'Þ Bat. Truely you ſpeake wiſely , and like a Iarglewo- 
q.- | JE Na Man 


Antomoand Mellida. 


man of fourreene yeares of age. You know the ſtone 
callcd [apts 3 the neerer it comes to the firezthe hotcer it 
is : and the bird , which the Geometricians call avis, rhe 
farther it is from the eatth, the neerer it is to the heaven : 
and loue, the njg her it is to the flame, the more remote 
(ther's 2 word , remote) the more remote ir is from the 
froſt. Your wit is quick, a little thing plealeth a young 
Lady , and a (mall favour contenteth an old Courtter ; 
aad ſo [weet miltreſſe I truſſe my codpeece point. 
Enter Feliche. 
Pie. What might import this floriſh ? bring us word. 
Fel. Stand awz:y : here's ſuch a company of flibotes, 
hulling about this galleafſe of greatnefle, thar therc3 no 
boarding him. 
Doe you heare yon thing c:]l'd, Duke ? 
Pte. How now blunt Feliche,whar's the nevves ? 
Fil. Yonde!'s a Knight hath brought Andrugs.”s 
head,and craues admittance to your chaire of Rare. 
Cornets ſound a Synet : Enter Andrugio in armour. 
Pic. Condutt his with attendance {umpruous, 
Svund all the pleating inſtruments of joy : 
Make tryumph,itand on tiproc whilPt wee meet : 
() 12h moſt gratious,O revenge moſt ſweete ! 
And. JYee vow , by the honour of our birth, t0 recom- 
pence any man that biingeth Andiugi.'s bead, with twenty 
>.uſand doubte Piſtolcts, and the endeeving to our choyſeſ# 
Lune. 
Pi, Wee ſtill with moſt unmoy?\lreſolz>] confirme * 
Ouc large munificence : and here breach 
A (ad and ſolemne proteſtation : 
When I recall this yow,©, let our houſe 
Be even commanded, fſtaind,and trampled on, FG 
As worthleſfe rubbiſh of nobilie, 1 
And. T hen here, piero,is Andruzios head, | 
Roeyally casked in a helme of ſteele : | 
G1e me thy loue,and rake it. My dauntleſſc ſfoukte © | 


k 4 Hath 
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Hath that unbounded vigor in his ſpirits, 
That it can beare mote ranke indignity, 
With lefle impatience, then thy cancred hate 
Can ſting wine venome his unrainted worth, 
With the moſt viperous ſound of malice. Strike, 
O, letno glimſc of honour light thy thoughts, 
If there be any heat of royall breath ' 
Creeping in thy veines, O ſtifle it. 
Be ftill thy (clfe, bloody and treacherous. 
Fame not thy houſe with an admired a& 
Of Princely pitty. Piero, I am come, 
To ſoyle thy houſe with an eternall blot 
Of ſavagecruelty, ſtrike, or bid me {trike. 
TW my death, that thy nere dying ſhame 

ight live immortall to poſterity. 
Come, be a Princely hangman, ſtop my breath. 
O dread thou ſhame no more then 1 dread death. 
' pie. Weare amaz'd, or royall ſpirits numm'd 
In Rtiffe atoniſht wonder at thy proweſle, | 
Moſt mighty, valiant, and high-towring heart. 
We bluſh, and turne our hate upon our lelves, 
For hating ſuch an unpeecr'd excellence. 
I joy ane” ate : him whomlT loath'd' before, 
T hat now I honour, love, nay more, adore. 


| The ftiff Flutes ſcund a mournefuRl Cynet. 
- | © © Enters Coffin. 6 


Bur ſtay, what tragicke (peRacle appeares, 
Whoſe body beare you in that mournefull hearſe ? 
Lu. The breathleffe trunke of young Antonio. 
MeN. Antonio (ay me) my Lord, my Love,my——— 
And. Sweet pretious ifſne of moſt honour'd bloed, 
Rich hope, ripe vertue, O untimely loſſe : 
Come hither friend. Prithee doe not weepe : 
Why, Iam glad he's dead, he ſhall n6t ſee 


His father vanquiſht by his enemy. 


. Ryen 


Antonio and Mellida. 
Even in Princely honour, nay prichee ſpeake, 
Howdy'd the boy ? y 
Lu. My Lord 
And. 1 hope he dyed ye like my ſonne, ifaith. 
Lu. Alas my Lord ——+ | 
An, He dyed unforc'd, I truſt, and valiantly. 
Xu, Poore Gentleman, being —— | 
And. Did his hand ſhake, or his eye looke dull, 
His thoughts reele, fearefull when he ſtrooke the ſtroke ? 
And if they did, 1le rend them out the hearſe, 
Rip up his ceare-cloth, mangle his bleake face ; 
That when he comes to hearen, the Powers divine 
Shall nere take notice that he was my ſonne. 
Tle quite diſclaime hus birth : nay prithee (peak : 
And twere not hawpt with ſtcele, my breſt would breake, 
Mell. O that my ſpirit in a ſigh could mount, 
Into the Spheare where thy ſweet ſoule doth reſt. 
Pie. O that my teares, bedewiug thy wan cheeke, 
Could make new ſpirit ſprout in thy cold blood. 
Bal. Verily, he lookes as pittifully as poore John; as1 
am true knight, I could weepe like a ſton'd horſe, 
Azd. Villaine, tis thou haſt murdered my ſonne, 
Thy unrelenting ſpirit (thou blacke dog, 
That took'ſt no paſſion of his fatall love) 
Hath forc'd him give his life untimely end. 
Pie. Oh that my life, her loue, my deareſt blood 
Would but redeeme one minute of his breath. 
Ant. 1 ſcize that breath.Stand not amay?d great ſtates: 
I riſe from death, that never liv'd till nove, 
pero, keepe thy yow, ang I enjoy 
More —— height of happineſe 
| Then power of thought can reach : if not, loe here, 
There ſtands my tombe, and here a pleaſing Rage : 
Moſt wiſht Spectators of my tragedy, 
To this end have ] faign'd, that her faire eye, 
' For whom TI liy'd, might blecſle me cre T dye. 


Mell. 
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The firſt part of 
Mell. Can breath depaine my uriconceived thoughts ? 
Can words deſcribe my infinite delight, 
Of ſeeing thee, my Lord 4nronio ? ; 
O no, conceipt, breath, paſſion, words be dumbe, 
Whil'& I inſtill the deaw of my ſweet bliſſe, 
In the ſoft preffure of a melting kifle ; 
Sic, ſic juvat ire ſub -umbras. 
Pie. Faire ſonne, now lle be proud to call thee ſonne, 
Enjoy me thus,my. very breſt is thine ; 
Poſſeſle me freely, I am wholly thine. 
Ant. Dearec father —— 
Azd. Sweet (on, ſweet ſon ; I can ſpeake no more : 
My joyes paſſion flowes above the ſhore, 
And choakes the Current of my ſpeech. 
Pie. Young Florence Prince, to you my lips muſt beg 
For a remittance of your intereſt. 
Gal. In your faire daughter, with all my thought, 
So helpe me faith, the naked truth Ile unfold ; 
He that wasnere hot, will (oone be cold. 
Pie. No manelfe makes claime unto her. _ 
Matz. Theyaliant fpeake truth in briefe, no. 


Bal, Truely, for fir Jeffrey Balurdo, hee diſclaimes to 


have had any thing in her. 
Pie. Then heie I give hetto Antonio. 

© Royall, valiant, moſt reſpeRed Prince, 

- Ler's clip eur hands, Ie thus obſerve my vow, 

I promis'd twenty thouſand double Piſtolers, 

Wich the indeering to my deareſt love, 

To him that brought thy head ; thine be the gold, 

To (olemnize our houſes unity : 

My love be thine, the all I havye be thine. 

- Fill us freſh wine, the forme weele take by this : 

Weele drinke a health, while they two fip a kifle. 

| Now there remaines-no diſcord that can found 

' Harſh acceats to the eare'of our accord ; 

$2 pleaſe your neece to match, 


Antonio and Mellida. 

2o/, Troth uncle, when my ſweet-fac'd cur hath told 
how ſhee likes the thing, call'd wedlocke, may be Ile 
e a ſurvey of the check-roll of ns ſervants ; and hee 

hath che beſt parrs of — Ile prick him downe for my 
b and. 
al. For paſſion of loye now, remember mee to my 
ceſſe, Lady Rofaline, when hee is pricking downe 
K2ood parts of her fervants. As I am crue knight, I 
ſifte, I ſhall carry it. 
je, I will. 
d Lydian wires, once makee pleaſing note, 
NeCtar ſtrearnes of your ſweet ayres, to flote. 
it. Here ends the comicke croffes of true love, 


may the paſſage moſt ſuccefſefull prove. 


FINTS. 


—_—_— 


' 


Eep1LlLo0Gvs. 


Extlemen, though 7 remaine «1 armed Epilogue, I ſtand 
not as a peremptory challenger of deſert, either for bim 
compoſed the Comedy, or for us that afedit : but a. 
ſubmiſſive ſuppliant for both. What imperfefion you 
e ſcene in us, leave with us, end ryeele amendit ; what 
) pleaſed you,tabe with you ,and cheriſh it. You ſhall not 
"Te ready to tmbrace any thing commendable, then wee 
endeavour to amend all things reprovegable. What wee 


is by your favour. What wee ſhaſl hee, reſts all in yaur 
1 frue ens0Lragements. 
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The ſecond Part. 


The PROL OGYE, 
9 HE rawiſh danke of clumzic Winter 


DN 18 rYampes 

DES. T he fluent Summers vaine : and driz- 

ling fleet 

Chilleth the wan bleak.cheeke of the numi' d earth, 
whilſt ſnarling guſts nibble the jwiceleſſe leanes, 
From the nak't ſpuddring frank ; + pils the shgn 
From off the ſoft and delicate aſpefts : 
O, now.me thinkes, a ſullen Tragicke Sceane 
wonld ſmit the time with pleaſing congruence, To 
May we be happy in our weake devoyr, | \ 
Ard all you pleaſed im moFft wiſht content : 


Z as 


8 7ncapableof wasghtie paſs10u 


The ſecond part of 


[ But ſweat of Hercules can nere beget 
i So bleft anifſue, Therefore wee proclaime, 


If any fpirit breathes within this Round, 


( As from his birth being hugged in the armes, 
end nuzled twixt the breaits of happmeſſe. 
Fho winkes, and ſhuts his apprehenſion up 

From common ſenſe of what men wert,and are, 

—FWho would net know what men muſt be ; let ſach 

Hurry amaine from our blacks viſag d ſhowes - 

Wee ſhall affright their eyes, But if 4 breaft, 

Nail'd to the earth with griefe : if avy heart 

Piere't throgh with anguiſh,pant within this rimg- 

If there be any blood, whoſe heat is choakt, 

And ſtifled with true ſenſe of miſery: 

If onght of theſe ſtraines fill this (ouſort up, 

Th arrine moft welcome. O that eur power 

Contd lackie, or keepe wing with onr deſires; 

That with unuſed paize of ftile and ſenſe, 

Wee might weigh maſsie in jwaiciou ſcale, 

Tet heere's the prop that doth ſwpport oxr hopes; 
When our Sceanes fanulter, or Invention halts, 
Your favonr will gine crutches to oxr faults. | 

Exit. 


ACTYVs 


A atonio and Mellida. 
Acrtvs I. Scgnwa I. 


Enter Piero unbrac'd, bis armes bare, [meer dis blood, & 


Poniard in one hand bloody , anda Torch in the other, 
Strotzo foRowing him with a Card. 


Pie. I TO, Gaſper Stror7o, bind Feliches trunke 
Vato the panting ſide of Me/lids. Exit Str. 
Tis yetdead night, yet all the earth is clouche 
In the dull ena hand of ſnoring fleepe : 
No breath diſtarbs the quiet of the aire, 
No ſpirit moves upon the breaft of earth, 
Save Londbs dogs, night-crowes, and ſcreeching ovles, 
Saye meager ghoſts, Ptero, and blacke choughts. 
One,two,Lord, in two houres what a topleſſe mount 
Of unpecr'd miſchiefe have theſe hands caſt up ! 
Enter Strotzo, 

I can ſcarce coope triumphing vengeance up, 
From burſting reh in xv 5, "ay F 

Ser. My Lord, tis firm y ſaid that —— 

Pie. Andrugiolleeps in peace 5 this brainc hath chok'd 
The organ of his breſt. Feliche hangs 
But as a baite to tice on miſchiefe. 1 amgreatin blood, 
Vacquall'd in revenge, you horrid ſcouts, 
That centinell (wart night, give lowd _ 
From your large —_ Firſt know my heart was raiz'd 
Vnto 4ndrugios life, upon this ground : . 

Str. Dake, tis reported ——» 

Pie, We bath wererivalls in our May of blood, 
Vanto Maria, faire Ferrazas fieire. 
He wonne the Lady, ro my honours death, 
And from her (weets cropt his Antonio : 
For whick I burart in _— (weltring hate, 
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The ſecond part of 

And feſter'd rankling malice in my breſt, 

TillI might belk revenge upon his eyes : 

And now(o bleſſed now) tis done. Hell,night, 

Givelowd applauſe to my hypocriſy. 

VVhen his bright yalour even dazled ſence, 

In offcing his'owne head, publike reproach 

Had blurd my name, Speake Strot3o, had it not ? 

If then I had ——— 
Str. It had, fo pleaſe 


Pie. VVhat had it (o pleaſe ? Vaſcaſoned Sycophant, 


Piero Sfor34 is no nurmed Lord, 

Senfles of all true touch, ſtroak not the head 

Of infant ſpeach, till ic be fully borne. 

Go to. © 
Str. How now ? Fut, tle not (mother your (peach, 
Pie, Nay, right thine eyes: twas but a little (ſpleen: 


(Huge plunge ! 


Smane's growne a flave, and muſ8 obſerve ſlight evils. 


Huge villaines are inforc'd to claw all divel/ls.) 


Piſh, ſweet thy thoughts, and give me — 


Str. Stroak not the head of infant ſpeech ? Go to? 
Pie, N ay,calme this ſtorme, I ever held thy breſt 


More ſecret, and more fitme in league of blood, 
Then to be {trucke in heat with.cach flight pufte. 
Give me thy eares ; Huge infag.y TE 
Prefſe down my honour ; if even then, when . 
His freſh a& of prowetlet blqom'd our full, . 

I had tane vengeance on his hated head— 


Str, V Vhy it had — 
Pie. Could I avoyd to give a ſeeming grant 


Vato fruition of Antonio's love ? 


Str. No. 
Pte, And didſt thou ever fee a Judas kifle 


VVith a more covert touch of fleering hate ? 


Str. No. 
Pie, And having clipt chem with pretence of love, 


Haye 


d 


Antonio and Mellida, 


H aue I noe cruſht them with a cruell wring ? 
Stro. Yes. - 
S 7ier. Say,faith,didfſt thou ere heare,or reade,or ſee 
Such happie vengeance, unſuſpected death ? 
That I thauld drop ſtrong poyton in the bowl e, 
Which I thy (elfe carouſt unto his healch, 
And futuce fortune of our yaitie, 
That it ſhould work euen in the huſht of night, 
\nd ſtrangle him on ſudden ; that faire ſhovy 
Df deathstor the exceſllue joy of his fate, 
Might cloke the murder ? Ha $trorgo, is't not rare ? 
Nay,but weigh it. TI hen Fekiche ſtabd, 
I (Whoſe finking thonght frizhted my conſcious heart) 
And layd by Me/lida, io ſtop the match, 
And hale on miſchiete, This all in one night ? 
Is'tto be equall'd thinkſt thou ? O,I could car 
Thy tumbling throat,for thy lagd cenſure, Fu, 
Is't not rare ? 
Stro. Yes ; | 
Pier. No ? yes ? nothing but no,and yes ; dull lumpe, 
Canſt thou not honey me with fluent ſpeech, 
Andeven adore my topleſle villany ? 
VVill I not blaſt my owne blood for revenge ? 
Muſt not thou ſtraight be perjur'd for revenge ? 
And yet no creature dreame tis my reyenge. 
VVill I not turne a glorious bridall morne 
Vnto a Stygtan night ? Yet nought bur no,& yess 
Stro. T would hauec told youzif the /ncubas, 
That rides your boſomc,would have patience: 
It is reported, that in private ſtate, 
Maria, Genoas Dutcheſſe, makes to Court, 
Longing to ſee him, whom ſhe nere ſhall ſee, 
Her Lord 4ndrugio, Belike the hath receiv'd 
The newes of reconciliation : 
Reconciliation with a death ? 


Poore Lady ſhall but find poore comfort in's. : 
| E 2 Pier. 
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And wreath my armes about ceroxio's necke ? 


The ſecond part of | 


Pie. O, let me (woone for joy. By heaven I thinke | 
I ha ſaid my prayers,within this moneth at leaſt ; 
I am ſo boundlcfle happy. Doth fhee come ? 
By this warme reeking goare, ile marry her. 
Looke I not now like an inamorate ? | 
Poyſon the father,butcher the ſoanc, and marry rhe mo- 
ther ; ha? | 
Strotgoto bed : ſnort in ſecurelt fleepe : 
For ſce,the dapple gray courſers of the morne 
Beat up the light with their brigHt filver hoowes, . 
And chaſe it } iridedrn the sky. To bedto bed. 
This morne my vengeance (hall be aiply fed. Exit. 


SCENA SECVNDA, 


Enter Luceo,Maria, and Nutrighe, 


Mar. CT ay gentle Luceo, and vouchſafe thy hand. 
Lu. Q, Madam . 
Ma. Nay,pree thee giue me leaue to ſay,vouchſafc, 

$ubmiſle intreats beſeeme my humble fate. 

Here lc+ us ſet. O Laceo,fortunes gilt 

Is rub'd quitc off from my ſlight tin-foild Rate, 

And poore Maria mutt appeare ungrac't 

Of the bright fulgor of glofſ'd Majeſtic. | 
Luc. Cheer up your ſpirits Madam ; fairer chance 

Then that which courts your prefence inftantly, 

Can not be form'd by the quick mould of thought. 

Ma. Artthou aflur'd the Dukes axe reconcil'd ? 

Shall my wombes honour wed faire Mefida ? 

Will heaven at length grant hatbour to my head ? 

Shall I once more clip my 4udrugio ? 


Or 1s glib rumor growne a paraſite, 

Holding a falſe glaſſe co my ſorrowes eyes, 

Making the wrinkl'd front of griefe ſcene fairey 
| Though 


no 


1d, 
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wel 


Antonioand Mellida. 


'hough tis much riveld with obortiue care. 
- Ly, Moſt vertuous Princefſe,banith tragpling fears, 
cepe league with comfort. For theſe eyes beheld 
The Dukes vnited : yon faint ghmmering light 

ere poo through the crannics of che Eaſt, 
Since I beheld them drinke a ſound caroule, 
ſparkling Bacchus, 
nto cach others health : 
ar ſonne aflur'd to beautious Mefids : | 
nd all clouds clear'd of threatning diſcontems. 
Ma. What age is morning of ? 
Ly. I thinkeabout fue, 
Ma. Nutriche, Nutriche. | 


he pleaſure of the fineſt dreame. O God, I was even 
Omming to it layy. O Teſu,twas comming of the wee» 

. Ile tell you now,me thought I was married,and me 
zoughtT ſpent (O Lord why did you wake me) and me 
hought I ſpent three (pur Roials on the Fidlers for firi- 
ing up a fretk horacpipe. Saint Y7/ala,l was even going 
d bed, and you,me thought, my husband was even put- 
ng out the tapers , when you , Lord I ſhall neverhaue 


ch a dreame come wpen mee,as. long as - 
Ma. Peace idle creatureypeace, 


hen will the Ceurt riſe ? 

Lu. Madamytwere beſt you tooke ſome lodging ups 
nd lay in private till the {oile of griefe 

erecleard your cheeke,and new burniſht luſtre 
loatied youp preſence, »fore you ſaw the Dukes, 

nd enterd mong the proud Yenetian States. | 
Mar. No Lucio, my deare Lord's wiſe,and knowes 
lat tinſill glitter,or rich parfled robes, 

urled hajres,hung full of ſparkling Carcanets, 


\re not the true adornements of a wife. 
0long as wines are faithfull,modeſt,chaſte, 
ie Lords affe& them, Vertue doth not waſte, 
F 3 With 


Ny. Beſhrow your fingers marry,you haue diſturbed 
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Wrh each ſlight flame of crackling vanitie. 
A modeſt eye forceth afteQtion, | 
Whileſt outward gainefle light. lookes. but entice, 
Fa rer then Natures faire 15 fowleſt vice. 
Sh that loues Art,to get her cheeke more lovers, 
M c h outward gaudes {light inward grace diſcovers. 
I cre not to ſeem faire, bur to my Lord. 
T ofc that ſtriue moſt to pleaſe ſtrangers fighr, 
F he may judge moſt faire,wiſedome moſt hght. 
x Muſique ſound a ſhort ſtraine. 
But harke,ſoft muſique gently moues the ayre : 
I thinke the Bridegroom's up. Zucio,ftand cloſe. 
O, now Maria, chalenge grigfe to ſtay 
The jcyes encounter. Looke Lgcio,tis cleare day. 


COENAT Fx RTIA. 


Enter Antonio, Galeatzo, Matzagente, Balurdo,Pa 
dulpho, Feliche, Alberto , Foroboſco, Caſtilio 
and a Page. 
"(drawn 
Ant. Darkeneſſeis fled : look,infant morne hath 
Bright ſilver curtaines, *bout the couch of night : | 
And now Auroras horle trots azure rings, 
Breathing faire l;ght about the firmament, 
Stand,what's that ? 
Mat. And it a horned devill ſhould burſt forth, 
1 would paſle on him with a mortal] ftocke. 
" Alb. Oh, a horned devill would proue ominous, 
 Vnto a Bridegroomes eyes, | . 
| Mat. A horneddevilPgood,good;'1a ha hayvery good 
41h. Good tand Prince lavgh nor. By the joyes of loue 
When thou doſt girnezthy ruſty face doth looke 
Like the head of arofted rabbit : fic upon't. 
Bal. By my troth , mee thinkes his noſe is juſt colo 
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Antonioand Mellida. 


Mat. 1 tell thee foole,my noſe will abide no jeſt. 

Ral. No in truth, I doe not jeaſt, I ſpeake truth, 
Truth is the touchſtone of all things : and if your noſe 
will not abide the eruth , your noſe will not abide the 
ouch: and if your noſe will not abide the touch , your 
noſc is a copper noſe,and muſt be nzil'd up for allip. 

Mat. 1i\corne to retort the obtuſe jeaſt of a foole. 

Balurdo drawes out his writing tables ;and writes. 

Bal. Retort and obtuſe, good words, very good 
words. 
: Gal. Young Prince,leoke (prigh:ly ; fie,a Bridegroom 

ad ! 

Bal. In truth,if hee were recort,and obtuſe,no queſti- 
on hee would bee merry : but and pleaſe my Genias, 


'X will bee moſt retort and obtuſe ere night. le tell you, 


what lle beare ſoone at night in my thield,for my de- 
VICe, 

Gal. What,good Balurdy ? 

Bal. O,doe mee right : fir zefferey Balurdo : firsfir, as 
long as yee liue fir. 

Gal. What,good fir Gefferey Balurd ? 

Bal. Marry tor(ooth,Ile carry for my device,my grand 
fathers great ſtone-hotſe , flinging up his head, and jer- 
king our his lefc legge. The word , Wighy Purt. ASI 
am a true Knight,wil't not be moſt retort and obtuſe,ha? 

Ant. Blow hence thele ſapleſle jeſts. 1 tell you bloods 
My ſpirit's heavie,and the juyce of life 
Creepes {lowly through my Rifned arteries. 

Laſt ſleepe,my ſenſe was ſtcep't 1n horrid dreames : 
Three parts of night were (wallowsd in the gulfe 
Of ravenous time, when to my {lumbring powers, 
T wo meager ghoſts made apparition, (wounds : 
The ow3 breaſt ſcem'd freſh pauncht wich bleeding 
Whoſe bubling gore ſprang in frighted eyes, 
The other ghoſt afſum'd my fathers ſhape : 
Both cride Revenge. At which my trembling joynts 
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(Iced quite over with a froz'd cold {weate ) 

Leap't torth the ſheets. Three times I gaſp ac ſhades : 
And thrice deluded by erroneous ſenſe, 

I fort my thoughts make ſtand ; when loe,I op't 

A large bay window,through which the nighe 

Struck terror fo my ſoule. The verge of heayen 
Was ringd with flames,and all the upper vault 
Thick lac with flakes of fire ; in midit whereof 

A blazing Comet ſhot his threatning traine 

Tuſt on my face. Viewing theſe prodigics, 

I bow'd my naked knee,and pierc't the ſtarre, 

With an outfacing eye 3 pronouncing thus ; 

Derws imperat aftris, At which my noſe ſtraight bled : 
T hen doubl'd I my wordzſo flunke to bed. 

Bal. Verely , fir Jefferey had a monſtrous ſtrange 
dreame the laſt night. For me thought I dreamt I was 
alleepe, and mee _—_ the ground yaun'd and belkt up 
the abhominable ghoſt of a misſhapen Simile, with rwo 
ugly Pages : the one called maſter ,cyen as going before ; 
and the other Mourſer, even (o following after ; whil' t 
Signior Simile Ralked moſt prodigiouſly in the midit. 
At which I bewrayed the fearcfulnefle of my nature : 
and being ready to forſake the fortrefſe of my wit, ftart 
up,called for a cleane ſhirt , eate a meſle of broth, and 
with that IT awakt, 

Ant. I pree thee your: I tell you gentlemen, 

T he frightfull ſhades of night yer ſhake my braine : 
My gellied bloog's not thawid-: the ſulphur damps, 
T hat flow in winged lightning *bout my couch, 
Yet ſtick within my ſenſc,my loule is great, 

In expeRation of dire prodigies. 

, Pan. Tut,my young Prince,let not thy fortunes ſee 
Their Lord a coward. He,thats nobly borne, 
Abhors to feare. Baſe feare's the brand of ſlaues. 
He that obſerves,purſues,flinks back for fright, 

Was never caſt in mould of noble ſpright, 
| og Go. Taſh, 
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Antonio and Mellida. 


Ga Tuſh,there's a ſun will ſtraight exhale theſe damps 


Of chilling feare. Come,ſhal's ſalute the Bride ? 


Ant. Caſtilio, I pree thee mixe thy breath with his : 


Sing one of Stenior Renaldg; ayres, 
To rouſe the flumbring Bride from gluttoning 
In ſurfer of ſuperfluous fleepe. Good Signior ling. 


CANTANT, 


What meangs this ſilence and unmooved calm ! 
Boy,wind thy Cornet: force the leaden gates 
Ot lafie leepe flye open, with thy, brea 
My Me/ida not vp ? not ſtirring yet ? umh. 

Ma. That yoice,ſhould be my ſonnes Antonty's, 
Antonio ? 

Ant. Here,who cals ? here ſtands Antonio. 

Mar. $weete {onne. 

Ant. Deare mother. 

Ma. Faire honour of a chaſte and loyall bed, 
Thy fathers beauty,thy {ad mothers loue, 
Were I as powerfull as the voice of fate, 
Felicitic compleat ſhould ſweere thy ſtate : 
Bur all the bleflings,thar a poore baniſht wretch 
Can powre upon thy head,take gentle ſonne : 
Liue gratious youth,to cloſe thy mothers eyes, 
Lov'd, of thy parentsztill their lateſt hower : 
How cheares my Lordsthy father ? O ſweet boy, 
Part of him thus I clip,my dearegdeare joy. 

4nt. Madamylaſt night I kiſt his princely hand, 
And tooke a treaſur'd blefling from his lips : | 
O mother, you arrive in Jubtile, 
And firme attonement of all boiſtrous rage : 
Pleaſure,ynited loue,protcfted faith, 
Guard my loy'd fatherzas {worne Penfieners : 
The Dukes are leagu'd in firmeſt bond of loue, 
And you arriue even ia the Solfticee, 


| 
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And higheſt point of ſun-fhine happineſſe. 
Oxe winds a Cornet within. 
Harke Madam, how yon Cornet jerketh up 
His ſtrain'd ſhrill accents in the capring ayre; 
As prougto ſumman up my bright-cheek't loue. 
Now mother, ope wide expeQtation : 
Let looſe your ampleft ſenſe , to entertaine 
T tvimpreſſion of an objec of (ſuch worth, 
Thar lifes too poore to 
_ Gal. Nay leaue Hyperboles. 
Ant. 1 tell thee Princezthat preſence ſtraight appeares; 
Of which thou canſt not forme Hyperboles, 
T he trophee of triumphing excellence : 
The heart of beawie,'Meftida appeares. 
See, looke the curtaine ſtures,ſhine natures pride, 
Loues vitall ſpirit, deare Antonios bride. 
The Curtaine's drawne , axd the body of Feliche fab 
thick with wounds ,appeares hung up. 
What villaine bloods the window of my lcus? © 
V Vhat {laue hath hung yon goarie Enfigne up, 
In flat defiance of humagnitie ? 
Awake thou faire un{potted puritie, 
Death's at thy window,awake bright Me/lida: 
Antonio calls, 


ScEtN aA IIIL. 


Enter Piero as at firſt, with Feroboſco. 
Piet. Who giues theſe 1]|-befitting attributes 
Of chaſte,unſpotred,bright, to Mefida? 
He lies as lowd as thunder ; ſhee's unchaſte, 
T ainted,impure,blacke as the ſoule of hell. 
' Antonio drawes bis Rapier , offers torun at Piero : but 
Maria holds his arme,and ftayes him. 
Ant. Dog,I will make thee eat thy vomit up, 
Which thou haſt belkt gainft taintlefle Mellida. 
p | Pier. 


Antonio and Mellida. 


Pier. Ramm't quickly downe,that it may not riſe up 
To upbraid my thoughts, Behold my ſtomacke, 
Strike me quite through with the relentlefle edge 2 
Of raging fury. Boy ,ile kill rby loue. 

ÞP andulfe Feliche, T haue ſtabd thy ſfonne : 
Looke,yet his life-bloud reekes upon this ſteele. 
Albert, yon hangs thy friend, Haue none of you 
Courage of vengeance ? Forget I am your Duke. 
Thinke Me/{ida is not Pieros blood. 
Imagine on ſhght ground ile blaſt his honour, 
Suppoſe I ſaw not that inceſtuous flaue, 
Clipping the ftrumpert with luxurious twines : 
O,numme my ſenſe of angwſh,caſt my lite 
In a dead fleepe,whilſt law cuts off yon maime, 
Yon putred ulcer of my royall blood. 

| Foro. Keepe league with reaſon, gracious Soveraigne. 

Pie. There glow ao ſpaiks of reaſon in the world; 

All are rak't up 1n aſhie beaſtlineſſe. _ 

The bulke of man's as darke as Erebas, 

No branch of Reaſons light hangs in his trunke: 
There lines no Reaſon to keepe league withall. 

I ha no reaſon to be reaſonable, 

Her wedding Eve, linkt to the noble bloed 

Of my molt firmely reconciled friend, 

And found even cling'd in ſenſualicie ; 

O heaven ! O heaven | yyere ſhe as neere my heart 
AS 1s my liver, I would rend her off. 


SERENA 


| 
Enter Strot70. Ae 
Stror. Whither, O wbither ſhall T hucle vaſt gricfe ? 65 
Pier, Here,into my breaſt : tis a place built wide 
By Fate, to giue receit to boundleſſe woes. L 
Str. O no;here throb thoſe hearts,which I muſt deaue 


' VVith my keene pearcing Newes. 4ndugio's dead. | 
Pter. 
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Pier. Dead ? : 
M3. O me moſt miſerable. | 
Pie. De:d,alas,how dead ? Giue ſeeming paſSion- 
Fut weepe,:&t,taine. Dcead,alas,how dead ? 
Str. The vaſt delights of his large ſudden joyes 
Opened his pores ſo wide, that's natiue heat 
So prodigally flow'd exterior parts, 
Thar thinner Citadell was lefe unmand, 
And ſo fufpriz'd on ſudden by cold death. 
Mar. O fatall,diſaſtrous,curſed,diſmall 
Choake breath and life. I breath,I liue too long. 
Aadrugio my Lord, come,I come. 
Pier. Be cheerefu]l Princeſſe,helpe Caftilio, 
The Lady's (wounded, helpe to beare her in. 
Slow comfort to huge cares, is ſwifteſt ſin. 
Bol. Courage,courage ſweet Lady tis fir Gefferey B&- 


lurds bids you courage. Truly I am as nimble as an Ele- 
phant about a Lady. 


Pen. Dead ? 
Azt. Dead. ' __ th. Dead? 
Ant. Why now the wombe of miſchiefe is deliverd 
Of the prodigious iſſue of the night, 
Pan. Ha,hagha. 
Ant. My father dead,my loue attaint of luſt : 
Thar's a large lyezas vaſt as ſpacious hell : 
Poore guiltleflc Lady. O accurſed lye. 
What, vvhom,vyhether,vvhich ſhall T firſt lament? 
A dead father, a diſhonour'd wife. Stand. 
Me thinks I feele the trame of Nature ſhake, 
Cracks not the joynts of earth to beare my woes ? 
Alb, Sweet Prince be patient. | 
Ant. Slid fir,T will not in deſpight af thee. 
Patience is flauc to fooles : a chaine that's fixt 
Onely to poſtes,and ſenfleſſe log-like dolts. 
Alb. T is reaſons glory to commaund affeRts. 
Ant. Lies thy cold father dead, his gloſſed cyes 


New 
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New cloſed up by thy (M4 mothers hands? 

Haſt thou a loue as ſpotleſle as the brow 

Of cleafeſt heaven,blurd with falſe defames 2 

Are thy moyſt entrals crumpled up with griefe 

Ot parching miſchiefes ? Tell me,does thy heart - 

With punching anguiſh ſpur thy galled ribs 2 

Then come and ler's fic and weep, wreath our armes ? 

Ile heare thy connſell, Y 
Alb, 1 ake comfort — 

Ant. Confuſion to all comfort :-1 defie it. 

Comfort's a Paralite,a flattering jacke, 

And melts reſolu'd de{paire. O boundleſſe wor, 

If there be any black yet unknowne griefe : 

If: there be any hotrrour yet unfelt, 

Vnthought of miſchiefe in thy fiendlike power, 

Daſh it upon my miſerable head. 

Make me more wretch,more curſed if thou canft, 

O,now my fate is more then I couldfeare: » 

My woes more waighty then my ſoule can beare. Exi8 
Pan. 4 rrry np” j 
Alb. Why laugh youvyncle ? T hats my cuz,your lon, 

Wheſe bard hangs caſed in his Fs = mg 
Pan. True mangtrue: why,wherefore ſhould I vweepe? 

Come ſit,kinde Nephew : come on : thou and L 

Will talke as Chorus to this T ragedie, 

Intreat the Muſficke ftraine their inſtruments, 

With a ſlight touch whilſt we—Say on fare cuz. 

Al. He was the very hope of Italy, Muck ſounds 

The blooming honor of your drooping ages =—/ofzly. 
Pan. True cux,true. They wy that men of hope are 

Good are (uppreſt by baſe deſertlefſe clods, (cruſhe: 

That ſtifle gaſping vertue. Looke ſweet youth, 

How provident our quick YVenetians are, 

Leaſt hooues of jades ſhould trample on my boy : 

Looke how they lift him y to eminence, 

Heaue him boue reach of fleſh. Ha, haha. 


>. 


Ald, 
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Alb. Voclezthis laughter ill becomes your griefe. 


Pan. Wouldft have me cry, run raving up and dovwne; 
For my ſonnes lofſe ? wouldſt haye me turneranke mad: 


Or wring my face with mimick aQion ; 


* Stainpegcurſe,weep,rage,and then my boſome ſtrike ? * 


Away, tis apiſh aQion: playerslike, 

If he is guiltlefſe, why ſhould teares be ſpent ? 
Thrice bleſſed (oule that dyeth innocent. 

If he is leapred with ſo foule a guilt, 

V Vhy ſhould a figh be lent, a teare be {pilr ? 

The gripe of chance is weake, to wring a tearc, 
From him thit knowes what fortitude ſhould beare. 
Liſten young blood. Tis not true yalours pride, ' * 
To (wagger,quarrell,fweare, tampe, rave, and chidey 
To ſtab in fume of blood, to keepe loud coyles, 

To bandy faRions in domeſticke brovles, + . - 
Todare the as of (ins, whoſe filth excells 

The blackeſt cuſtonfes of blind Infdells. 

No, my loy'd youth, he may of valour yaunt, 
VVhom fortuacs lowdeſt thunder cannot daunt, 
V'Vhom fretfull galls of chance, ſterne fortunes ſiege, 
Makes not his reafon ſlinke, the foules faire liege, 
V'Vhoſe well pais'd ation ever teſts upon [74k 
No giddy humours, but diſcretion. 
This heart in valour even 7ove out-goes : 

Jove is without, bur this 'bove ſenſe of woes : 

And ſuch a one eternity : Behold, + 11 KOTSNoE 
Good niorrow ſonn: thou bidft a fig for cold: - | 
Sound lowder muſicke, let my breath exact, --: | 
You ftrike {a4 Tones unto this/diſmall a&.-:': i . 


Acrvs II.  SCExA [.. nid 
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' The Cornets, ſound a Cynet. ' 
Enter two Mourners with torches, two with Streamers - 


Caftilio ax] Foroboſco with torches : a Herald bearing 
. Andr Us 


Antonio and Mellida. 
Andrugio's helme and ſword, the Coffin : Maria ſuppoy- 
red by Lucio and Alberto, Antonio by hinelfe : Picro 


and Strotzo talking : Galcatzo and Matzagente, Ba- 


lurdo and Pandulto : the c:ffin ſet down : helme,ſword, 
and ftreamers bung up, placed by the Herald : whilſt An 
tonio and Maria wet their handherchers with their tears 
kiſſe them, and lay them on the hearſe, kneeling : aft goe 
out but Piero, Cornets ceaſe, and be [pgazes. 


Pie. Þ Ot there thou ceatcloth that infolds the fleſh 
Ot my loath'd foe ; moulder to crumbling duſt : 
Oblivion choake the paſſage of thy fame. 
Trophees of honour'd birth drop quickly downe : 
Let nought of him, but what was vitious, live. 
Though thon art dead; thinke not my hate is dead : 
I have but newly twone my arme in the curl'd lockes 
Of ſnaky vengeance, pale beerle-brow'd hate . 
But newly buttles up. Sweet wrong, I clap thy.thoughts : 
O let me hug thy boſome, rub thy breſt, 
In hope of whar may hap. Azdrugigrots : 
Antonia lives : umb; how long ? ha, ha ; hoy long ? 
Antoniopacket tience,llke his morher wed, 
Then cleare my:d2ugbter of ſuppoſed luſt, 
Wed her to Florence heire. O excellent, '' 
Venice ,GenoazFlorencegat my becke, 
At Piers's nod.” Baturds, © ho: bs 
O, twill be rare all'tzexptRed done.” | 
I haye been nurſt in blood, and ſtill have ſackt 
| The ſteem of reaking gote. Balurds,ho ? 
Enter Balurdo with « beard, halfe off, halfe on. 
Bal. When my beard'is-on, moſt noble Prince, when 
my beard is on. ce 4 : | 
Pie. Why, what doſt thou with a beard ? 
Bal. In trath, one rold'me that my wit was bald, and 
that a Mermayde -was' halfe fiſh, and halfe fith : and 
therefore to ſpeake wiſely, like one, of your Councell 
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aS indeede it hath pleaſed you ro make me, not onely be. 
ing a fooke, of your councell, but alſo to make mee of 
yu councell, being a foole ? If my wit be bald, and a 

ermayd be halfe filh and halfe cunger, then I mult be 
forced to conclude — the tying man hath notglewed 
on my beard halfe faſt enough. Gods borcs, it will not 
icke to fall off. (while ? 

Pie. Doſt thou know what thou haſt ſpoken all this 

Bal. O Lord Duke, I would bee ſorry of that. Many 
men can utter that, which no man but themſelves can 
conceive : but I thanke agoet wit, ] have the gifr to 
ſpeake chat, which neither any man elſe, nor my ſeclfe un- 

derſtands. | 
* Pie. Thot art wiſe, He that ſpeakes hee knowes not 
yhat, ſhajl never finne againſt bis owne conſcience : go 
to, thou art wiſe. 

Bal. Wiſc > Q no. I have alittle naturall diſcretion,or 
{o : but for wiſe, I am ſomewhat prudent : but for wiſe, 
O Lord. | | 

Pte. Hold, take thoſe keyes,open the Caſile vault,and 
put in Me/lida. | 

Bal. And putin Mellida ? well, let me alone. 

Pie. Bid Foroboſco, and Caſiilia guard, 

Indeere thy ſelfe Prero's intimate, 

Bal. Indeere and intimate, good, I affure you;.. I wall 
indeere and intimate MeJidg into the dungeon preſently. 

Pie. Will Pandulfo Feliche waite on-me ? 

Bal. le make him come, maſt, retort and obtuſe, to 
you preſently. I chunke far Jeffrey talkes like. a counſcller, 
Go to, gods neaks, I thinke I tickle it. 

Pie. Ile ſceme to wind yon feole with kindeſt atme. 
He that's ambitious minded, and but man, 

Muſt hare his follawers beaſts, dubd {laviſh fots : 
Whoſe (ſervice 1s obedience, and whoſe wit: -+ : 
Reacheth no fuither then to admire their Lord, 
And Rare in adoration of his worth, 


T love 
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Lloue a flaur rak't out of common mud 
Should ſeeme to fit in counſell with my heart, 
High honour'd'blood's too {quemith to afſent, 
And lend a hand to an ignoble a&. 

Poyſon from Roſes who couldere abſtraR ? 
How now Pardulfo,weeping for thy ſonne ? 


SCENA SECYNDA, 


Enter Pandulfo. _. 
Pan. Nogno, Piero, weeping fot my finnes : 
Had I been a good father, he had been a gracious ſonne, 

Pier, Pollution mult be purg'd. 

Pan, Why taintſt thou then the ayre with ſtench of 
And hamane putrifaQions noyſome ſent * * (fleſhy 
- T pray his body. Who lefſe boone can craue, 

; 'Than to beſtow upon the dead his graue ? 
be _ Pie. Grauc,why ? chink#ſt thou he deſerves a graue, 
That hath defil'd the temple of 


. Pan, Peaccypeace : 
Me thinks I heare a humming murmur creepe 
From out his gellied wounds. Looke on theſe _ 
Thoſe now lawne pillowes,on whoſe tender ſoftneſſe, 
1 Chaſte modeſt ſpeechyſtealing from out his breaſt, 


Had wont to reſt it ſelfe, as loath to poaſt 
From out ſo faire an Inne : look,look,they ſeeme to ſtir 
And breathe defiance to blacke obloquie. 
Pie. Think'{ thou thy ſonne could ſuffer wrongfully? 
Pan. A wiſe man wrongfully, but never wrong 
Cantake: his breaſt's of ſuch well cempered proofe, 
It may be rac'd, not pierc'd by ſavage tooth 
Of foaming malice : ſhowres of darts may darke 
Heavens ample brow, but not ſtrike out a ſparke; 
Much lefle pearce the Suns cheeke. Such ſongs as theſe 
I often dittied ill my boy did {leepe : 
But now Iturne plaine an; 


Weepe. 
Pie.Fors 


—_ 


, 
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Pie, Fore heaven heemakea me fhirug: would a were 
He is a vertuous man, What has our court ta dae (dead: 
' With vertezin the devibs narsc ! Pandiipho, barks. 
My luſtfull Teacher dies : (tant notgſhe dies. 
T purſue juſtice, E loue fanimie, Et > 
And an undeblcd temple af pure thoughts, 
Shall I ſpeake freely > Good Andrugio's dead : 
And I doe feaze a fetchzbut(umph)would F durſt ſpeake. 
I doe miſtruſt ; but (umh) death : is he all,all man: 
Hath he no part of mothers imhimyha ? 
No licoriſh womaniſh inquificuenetle:? 
Pan, Andyugivs dead! 
-.. Pie. I,and I feare, his owneunnaturall blond 
To whom he gaue life, hath: giverudeath: for life. 
kow-could he come on, ſeettalſe (ipat: 
Is vicde ; wrung hard{y-in 2vertuous;heart.. . 
Well,I could giue you-reaſon hor my: doubts. 
You are of honoud birth, my-very friend, | 
You know how gedlike tis:to:roote out. finne., 
Antonio is a villaine. Will you joyne_ 
In oath with me,ugain{brhe tyaytorglife, * 
And fweare,youiknew,hce ſought his fathers death: - 
I lov*dihim well;yer-Þ loue-juftice mare: 
Our aigy nt ſhould atfeyjuſtice adore. | 
Pan. My Lord,the clapper of -my.mouth's,nor glitd 
With coure oyle,twyll ks; vo, hea ara" gh . 
Pte. T 1s juſt thax-ſubjefts at commands of Kings. 
Pan. Command thenjuſttand honourable things., 
Pie. Even-{oany-ſelfe then will!traduce his guilt, 
Pan. Beyvareztake heed,leſt guiltlefſe blood be-ſpilt. 
Pie. Where only honeſt deeds to:Kinggs are free, 
It is no-Empire,but a-beggery. 
Pan. Where more theninoble deeds to Kings are free, 
It is (2 pI a-tyrannie, 5 83 
Pie. TT ulhjuiceleſſe-gray-beard,tis immunity, 
Proper to princeszth agour Race exags,, 


Our 
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MetRa. 
Our OG to gromlog taiſe —_ | 
Pas. atprigtt cliatwotr praile aſpites,. 
From heart$,atid not ft6rfilips; applauſe Phew, ile | 
Pie; Pilli,cruc praiſe, the brow'sf comirion meri doth» 
Falſezonly girts tHe remple' of a'Kirigg (ringy- 
He that hath ſtrength; adi igndrantof powers 
He was'not made to rule, burto berul'd. 
Pan. Tispraiſe to doe;notwhit'wecan, bur ſhould: 
' Pie. Hence doritig;Stoicks: by my tiope-of blifſe, 
Ile make thee wretched: 
Pax. Dehance to-thy/powet,thou'rifted Iawne. 
Now,by the loy'd'hitayein, ſooner rHou ſhalt 
Rince thy fouleribs'from'tte blackfilth of finne, 
That {oots thy heart,then make me vvretched. Piſh, 
Thou canſt nor coape m&up., Hadſtfthowa Laile 
With trebble wals,like antick. Baby/ox, . 
Pandilpbgcan get our. I tell thee Duke 
I haue old Fortunatzs wiſhing cap ; 
And can be where Iliſteyen in a trice, 
le skipftom earth'into therarmes of heaven: 
And from'ttyumphiall atcti'of bleſſediieffe; 
Spit on thy froathy breaſt, Thou canſt nor flaue | 
Or baniſh me ; I will be free at home,” *© | 
Maugre the beard of greatnefſe. The pott holes 
Of ſheathed ſpirit are nerecorb'd up : 
But ſtill ſtand open-ready to diſcharge 
T heir prentous ſhor into the ſhrowds'of heaven. 
Pie. O torture | flaue,I baniſh theethe rowne, $ > 
T hy natiue (cate of birth. | 
Pa.How _ thou ſpral*ſt!I tel chee Duke the blaſts 
Of the ſwolne cheekt winds,not all the breath of kings 
Can puffe me out my natiut ſeat of birth. 
E!., earthvs wy bolt eEY m—_— ſoules 
natiueplace'of birth,whicH they will keepe » 
a the Menaceof a wy 
Duke? | 
as Ev a G2 Thavs 
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That'snot my natiue place,where I was reckt. 
A wiſe mans home is whereſoere he is wiſe. | 
Now that,from man,not from the place doth riſe. 
Pie. Weuld I were deafe(O plague)hence dotard 
Tread not in court. All that thou haſt,I ſeize. (wretch : 
His quiet's firmer then I can diſeaſe. 
Pan. Goe,boaſt unto thy flattring Sycophants ; 
Pandulpho's (laue, Piero hath orethrowne, - 
Looſe fortunes rags are loſt ; my owne's my owne. 
Picro's going out,lookes backe, Exeunt at 
| ſeveral doores. 
Tis ttue Piero, thy vext heart ſhall ſee, , 
Thou haRt but tript my {laue,not conquered me, 


SCENA TERTIA, 


Enter Antonid with a booke, Lucio, Alberto, Antonio 
n blacke. ; 
Alb. Nay ſweet be comforted,take counſell and— 
Ant. Alberto,peace : that griefe is wanton ficke, 
Whoſe ſtomacke can digeſt and brooke the dyct 
Of Rale ill reliſht councell. Pigmie cares 
Can ſhelter under patience ſhield : but gyant griefes 
Will burſt all covert. 
Lu. My Lord\ztis ſupper time, 
Ant. Diinke deepe Alberto : cate good Lucio: 
But my pirzd heart ſhall eate on naught but woe. 
Alb. My Lord, we dare not leaue you thus alone. 
Ant. Youcannot leaue Antonio alone, 
The chamber of my breaſt is even throngd, 
With firme attendance,that forſweares to flinch. 
_ Thaveathing fits here ; it is not griefe, 
Tis not deſpaire,nor the moſt plague 
That the moſt wretched are infeRed with : 
But the moſt griefefull,deſpairing,wretched, 
Accurſed,miſerable. O, for heavens fake 


Forfake 
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Forſake me now ; you ſce how light I am, 
And yet you force me to defame my patience, 

Lu. Faire gentle Prince—— 

Ant. Amwaygthy voice is hatefull : thou doſt byz, 
And beat my eares with intimations 
That Me#Kida,that Mefida is light, 

And ſtained with adulterous luxury : .. 

I cannot brookor. I tell thee Lycio, 

Sooner will I giue faith,that vercue's ſcant 

In Princes courts,will be adorn'd with wreath - - 
Of choice reſpeR,and indeerd intimate. 
Sooner will I belecuethat friendſhips reine, 

VVill curbe ambition from veilitie, 

Then Melida is light. Alas poore ſoule, 

Didit ere ſec her (good heart) haſt heard her ſpeake ? 


Kind,kind ſoule. Incredulitie it ſelfe (cheeks 
V'Vould not be (o brafle hearted, as.ſuſpe& ſo modeſt 
Lu. My Lord 


Ant. Away, a ſclfe-one guilt doth only hatch diſtruſt : 
But a chaſte thought's as farre from doubr,as luſt. 
I increat you leaue me. Es Uk 
Alb. V'Vill you endeayour to forget your griete ? 
Ant. Ifaith I will,good friend, Iaith I will. 
Ile come and eate with you, Alberto (ec, 
I am taking Phiſicke,heres Philoſophie. * 
Good honeſt leaue me\,lle drinke wine anone, 
Alb, Since you enforce us,faire Prince we are gone. 
Exeunt Albertogand Lucie. { 
Antonio reads. 
Ant. Ferte fortiter : boc ef# quo deum antecedatis. 1/! 
enim extra patientiam malorum ; vos ſupra. Contemnite 
dolorem.: aut ſolvetur, aut ſaver. Contemnite fortunam : 
nullum telum, quo feriret animum babet. 
Piſh,thy mother was not lately widdowed, 
Thy deare afficd love, lately defam'd, 


VVith blemiſh of foule luſt,when thou wror'ſt thus. 
| G'3- Thou 


- at : 
: 
"— £ 
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The ſecond part of 


Thou wrapt in furres, beaking thy limbes fore fires, 
Forbidſi the frozen Zone to Calder, Ha, haztis nought 
Buc fomiebubling,of a fleamy braine, 
Nought «l{e but (moake. O what danke marriſh ſpirit, 
But would'bee fired with impatience, c 
At my — No more,no more : he that was neverhleſts 
V Vith height of birch, Faire expeQation ; 
Of mounted fortunes knqwes nat what it is ] 
To be the pitied objet of the world. 
O poore Antonio, thou mayſtfigh, | 
Meh. Ay me. | 
Ant. And curſe. 
Pan. Blacke powers. 
Ant. And crie. 
Mar. O heaven. 
Ant. Andeloſe laments with 
Alb. O me moſt miſerable, 
Pan. Woefor my deare,dearcfonne, 
Mar. Wo for mygeare,deare husbang, 
 Mefl. Woe'for mydearc'loue. 
Ant." Woe for me all, cloſe all yogr woes m me : 
In me 4ntonio; ha ? Where live theſe foungs.  4þ 
I can ſee norhing ; griefes inviſible, 
And lurkes in ſecret angles of the'hearr, 
Come ſigh againe, Aufopzo beares his part. 
Met. O herezhere is a vent to piſe my, Gs ] 
T haue ſurcharg'd the dungeon \ with my plaints, ] 
Prifon; and heart wil burR;if voyd O f vent. ] 
I, thatis Phobe, Emprefle of the night, / 
( 
I 
I 


pan Loch pod 


That gins to monat ; Ochafteſt deitie : 
If I be falſe to my Andonio; 

If the leaſt ſoyle of luſt ſmeeres my pure foe: 
"Make me more wretched; make men more accurſt 
Then infamieztorture death; hell and heauen 

Can bound with plcftpo wer of thaught: if not, 


Purge my poore heart from mdefamatons blot, 
AP , 


A - —_— lellida. 


wt IEnrAG frortidefamativtts blot ! * 
—_ Pwbes,oe. ike het yettuots ite the __ 
Meſlids, deare Mellsde,ntis Antonin: © 
Slinke not away, tis thy Lntonis. 
Mell. How found'yon vat; my Lord (alas): I now. 
Tis cafy-inehuz.dge tokind vurwoe, * 
I have a ſute to 
Ant. What is't; Jeep foul? | 
Mef/l. Kill me, ifaith Le winke, not irre 2 jor. 
For Gods ſake kill me: inrſoeth; lov'd youth,  / 
Lam much iejur'd ; looks; ſie how Iovep. - > | 
I cannot wreak my evronpy but fiph and weep. i | 
Ant. May Ibe cacfed bax 1 credit thee. Rt | 
Melt. I 0 marrow] maſt die. | 
Ant. Alas, for-whate? .. | "> SL | 
Mef. For loving thee 3 tivxeue tny ſercereſt beefy dy 
I muſt die falſely : fo nauſt thou dee heats fff 
Nets are a knitting to intrapthy life, 
'T hy fathers death mult make a ds 1037 0 Lan 
Toi my (I ſhame ta call him) father. Tell me fect, ; 
Shall I dye thine ? doſt love me ſtill, and Rill ?- - 
Ant. 1 doe, 
" Mel, Then welcome heavens will. 
Aut. Madam, I will not (well like a Trageedian, 
In forced paſſipn of afteed Rrames. = 
If T had preſent power of 0 but buy peeyng you, | 
I would be as ready tg redge d | 
As to purſue your love. Thonazs ;of thoug 
Crowd for cheir pal or pains, e, fomewharT will " "JT BY 
Reach mechy inke this is honours be _ $rovge” I o/ þ 
To live > 0 ur dy innocent. * a 'F., 
n - | Amar nes". gratious loye. © | bt 
( me not ; [ 
pati dye,g Av of MY Bb 


Goe ſup, ſweerchucke, drinke, and fecure 
pri Ifaith I cannot, bur Ile force my face - 

To palliare my lickenelle. | 

G 4 Mell. s 


The ſecond. part of '' + 
Meft. Give me thy hand. Peace on thy boſome dwell, 
That's all my woe can hreath ; kifſe. 'T hus.farewell. 
Ant. Farewell : my heart is great __ 5 
Stay dove : 
And therfgre T muſt { veake ; as what? ? Fo Love ! x; 
By this white hand : = more:z te3de in theſe ceares, 
Whar cruſhung anguith thy Lxtonio beares. * 
Antonio wiſith Mellida's hand - then Mellida [os 
| goes fron the gate.: 1 5 11: 
Mell- Good night good heart, 1 
An.T hus heat from blood,thus ſouls from baliesp part. 
Y T_ _ and: _—_— q 
_ Pte. He grieves,laugh Stratyo; ugh, he W S, 
Hath he age 2 O cleans Yhahche teates ro y! 
Now doel ſcourge 2ndrugio with ſteele-wwhips: ! : 
Of knotey v. :,geance. Serorqo,:cauſe me A 
Some plaining ditty to augment deſpaire. 
Triumph picro, harke; he; greancs, Orare#:: * 
Ant. "Behold a proſtrate. wietch/layd on bis combe. 
His Epitaph, ow. Ne plu rltra- Ho, oe ge 
Let none out-yyac me, mine's Herculeax woe. 


's 4 ; . 


CANTANT: ME: f 
Exit Piero *tthe end of the ing". EO TTL FS. 
SCENA.: "QyanTa, 


Entes Maria, | 


Ant. May be more curſed then heaven can make me, 
Ifl amnot more wretched. | 


Then mancan conceive me. "Sore forlorne:: - . 
Orphane, what omnipstence can make arr > 


Mar. How now iveegs ſonne 2 908d _ 
what doſt thou ? 7 OE 


Ant, Weepe, weepe. 


Har, 


Antonio and Mellida. 


Mar. Doſt nought but __ weep ? 
Ant. Yes mother, I doe ſigh, and wring my hands. 


Beat my poore breſt, and wreath my render armes. 

Hark ye, Ile tell you wondrous ſtrange, ſtrange newes. 
'  Ma\ What my good boy, tarke mad ? 

Ant. 1 am nor. 

Ma. Alas, is that ſtrange newes ? 

Ant. Strange newes ? why mother, is't not wondrous 
] am not mad ? I run not frantick, ha ? (ſtrange 
Knowing my fathers trunke ſcarce cold, your love 
Is ſought by him thet doth purſue my life ? 
Secing the beauty of c reation, - 
Antonio's bride, pure heart, defam'd, and ſtoad 
Vnder the hatches of obſcuring earth. 
Heu quo labor, quo vota cetidernnt met! 

- Enrer Piero. F 

Pie. Good ''evenitig tothe faire Antonig, 
Moſt happy fortune, ſweet ſucceeding time, 
Rich hope: think not'thy fate'a bankr6ut though. ©! 

Ant. Vmh, the divell in his good «the in dride for- 
ſake rhee. NT OR IInY 4 

7le, How now ? harke ye Prince; ' * 

Ant. God be with you. Tia G6 | 

Pie. Nay, noble bloed, I hope you nor ſuſpe&. * 


Thou that want'ſt power, with diflem 


Ant. SuſpeR? I ſcorn't, Hete's cap and leg, Dh 


blance 
tt Lat. 


Pie. Madam,oh that you could remember toforget . 
Ag. I had a husband, and a happy ſonne. "Ig 
Pie. Moſt powerfull beauty,that inchanting grace—- 
Mg. T alke not of beauty, nor inchanting prace. 
My husband's dead,my ſonn'Fiftrauphit, accurſt, ' 
Come, I muſt rent my griefes, or heart will burſt, 
Exie. Ma. 


Pie She's gone(and yet ſhe's ere JE Ach left a prins 


Ccaitty 


Of hex ſweet graces fixt within my 
; $4: peel, As 


T/-v/ T 


The ſecond part of 


As freſh as is her face, Ie marry her. 


Shee's moſt faire, trut, molt chaft, falſe : becauſe 
Moft Rs tis firme,Ile marry her, 


SCENA QvINTA, 


Emter Strotzo. 


Str Lord. . 

Pie. Ha Strotgo, my other ſoule, my life, 
Deare, haſt thou ſtec]'d the poyat por dh mialve © ? 
WiFc = turne edge in 1 EXECALION ? 

Str. NO, - *.* 


pie. Doe it with racc paſſion, and pert hy *R 


As if 'twere wrung aut with thy cpalcience gape. 

Sweare that my daughter' 5 nnocent of laſt, 

And that 4ntogio bub'd thee £0.defame - 

Her may pden hanpnge © 39-9) on OY | 

dren my 2 ;,avdl that thy was: WW 

By hix lxge houmiy, for for bis farhers death. 

weare plainely that thou choak'dſt Andrugio, 

By his ſonnes onely egging. Ruſh = an 

Whit Meltida —— her (clfe\ Tar 
feks, 


rio wheragns yk pea Recke, and _ 
veer of a Adis of 4 ab 
"v. TE one 


acclamations life 


"Pie. 1,1, All ancby face, and cry, why ſuffer yo 


Solewd ng 5 Spotz to bras wy 


S$t7.: Ic grog i | 

Pie. As if thy 4 6g hore honpuagrwiny thee: chen. 
Carch fixaight 1 T6 eds nd 26-0000 inqons , 
With thy damn; {4 ulthieſes, pier 2rvds hand, . 


Nate maſt in thy pipe of breath : 


Bat on the (ddenAbraight Tie 
And A 


E 


Antonio and Mellida. 


Str. Applaud my agonies, and penitence. 

Pie. T hy honeft ſtomack, that could not diſgeſt 
The crudities of murder : bur ſurcharg'd, 
Vomited'ſ them up iniChriſtian piety. 

Str. "Then clipme 1n-your armes, 

Pi And call thee brother, mount thee oh a to Rate, 
Make thee of counſell ; tut, tut, what not, whatmot ? 
Thinke on't, 'be confident, purſue the plot. | 


Str. Looke here's a troop, a true rogues lips are mute, 
I doe not uſe to (peak, but cxecute. 


He layes his finger on-his mouth, and drawes hi dag ger. 
Pie. So, (o ; runneheadlong to confuſion : / 
Thouflight-brain'd miſchiefe, thou art made as durt, 
Toplafter up the bracks of my defeRs. 
q lle wring what may be ſqueiz'd from outhis uſe : 
And good night Stret70. Swell plump bold heart : 
For now thy tyde of yengeancerowleth in : 
O now Trggxdia Cothurnata mounts. 
Piero" s thoughts are fixt on dire exployts. 
Peſt neff : confulion, and blacke murder guides 
The organs of my ſpirit : Shrink not hearr, 
C aptenda rebus in malic preceps via eft. 


:AcTys ITT, Sczyi LC :: 


A dumbe ſhow. The Cornets ſounding for the 48. 


Enter Caſtilio axdForoboſco, Alberco and Balurdo,with 


polaxes : Strotz.o talking with Picro, ſtemeth r0.ſend que 
Strotzo. Exit Strotzo. Enter Stratza, Natriche, 
and Lucio. Piero 


iche and Lucio : they goe 20 her, ſee: 


JS exmng tf 
ſoſticite hjs ſute. She ri ſeth,ofers to goe out | tory 
eth ber, teares open his 


gud [0 they all gee out in ſtate. 


, imbrageh and hiferh hor, -- 


Eptey 


The ſecond part of 


Enter two Pages the one with two tapers ,the other with 
a chafing diſh, a perfume in it. Antonio in his night 
gowne,and a night cap,unbrac't, following after. 


Ant. e black jades of (wart night trot foggy rings 
Bout heavens brow. (12) T is now ſtarke dead 
Is this Saint Martes Church ? | (night. 


r. Pap. It is,my Lord. 
Ant. Where ſtands my fathers hearſe ? 
2.Pag. Thoſe ſtreamers beare his Armes. I,that is tt. 
nt. Set tapers to the tombe,and l ampe the Church, 
Giue me the fire. Now depart and fleepe. Ex.Pages, 
I purifie the ayre with odorous fume. 
Graues,yaults & tombs, groane not to beare my weight. 
Cold fleſh,bleak trunks,wrapt in your half-rot ſhrowds, 
"I preffe you ſoftly with a tender foot. 
Moſt honour'd Sepulchre, vouchſafe a wretch 
Leaue to weepe ore thee. Tombe, ile not be long 
Ere I creepe in thee, and with bloodleſſe lips 
Kifſe my cold fathers cheeke. I prethee, graue, 
Provide foft mould to wrap my carcaſle in. 
Thou royall ſpirit of 4adrugio, where ere thou hover'ſt, 
(Ayrie intelle&)I heaue up tapers to thee(view thy ſon) 
In celebration'of due obſequies. | 
Once every night ile dew thy funecrall Hearſc 
With my religious teares, © 
© bleſked faikier of a aur{ed ſonne, 
(Thou djzedſt moſt happy, ſince thou livedſi not 
To fee thy ſonne moſt wretched, and thy wife 
Purſu'd by him that ſeekes my guiltlefſe blood. 
O,in what orbe thy mightie ſpirit ſoares; 
Stoope and beat downe this citing fog of thame, 
"That ſtrives to blur thy blood, and girt defame 
'Abour my innocent and fpotlefſe browes: . 
Non eff mari miſerum, ſed miſere mori. 


5 wm os Ya $ FD OY RP I REES, £ 


And, Thy 


Antonio and Mellida. 


And. Thy pangs of anguiſh rip my ſearcloth up: 
And loe the Z v1 of old gurus. ; A 
Forſakes his cofhin, 4ztonio, revenge. 

I was impoyſon'd by Piero's hand : 

Revenge my blood ; take ſpirit gentle boy : 
Revenge my blood, Thy Meds is chalte: 

Onely to fruſtrate thy purſuit in loue, 

Is blaz'd unchaſte, Thy mother yeelds confene 

To be his wife, and giue his blood a ſonne, 

That made her husbandlefle, and doth complor 
To make her ſonlefſe : But before I couch 

The bankes of reſt,my ghoſt ſhall viſite her. 

Thou vigourbf my youth, juyce of my loue, 

Seize ON revenge, graſpe the iterne bended front 
Of frowning vengeance, with unpaized clutch. 
Alarum Nemeſis, rouze up thy blood, 
Invent ſome ſtratageme of vengeance, - 

Whach but to thinke on , may like lightning glide, - 
VVich horrour through thy breaft; ——_ IS. 
Scelera non wiciſceris uiþ vincis. Exit Andrug, ghoſ?. 


) SCENA SECVNDA, 


Enter Maria, her hayre about ber eares : Nutriche, and 
Lucio, with Pages,and torches. | 


Mar. Where left you him? Gew me good boyes, away. 
Nut. Gods me, your haire. 

Mar. Nurſe, tus not yet proud day: _. 

he neat gay miſtes of the light's not up, 
Her checkes not yet flurd over with the paynt 
It borrowed crimſon ; the unpranked world 

eares yet the night-clothes: let flare my looſed haire, 

(corge the preſence of the night, 

here's my boy ? Run, Ile range about the Church, F 
EE Like 


i. dnt... BMA... _—_— —_ OO OT" a CO et. As. 2. y 


| The ſecond part of 

Like frantick Bachane/, or aſons wite 
Invoking all the ſpirits of che'graues, 
To tell me where. Hah'?"O'my poore wtetchied blood, 
What doſt thou up at midnigttt,my kintboy'? 
Deare ſoule,to bed : O thou at Kmick a'friglht 
Vato thy mothers panting — 

O quiſquis noua ; 

Supplicia fund#is dirus umbrarnmr arbiter 

Diſþ onis,qui/quiz exeſd jaces 

Pavidus ſub antro;,qui/quis venturi times 
Montisruinam;quiſquis avidorttm feves 
Riftus leonum,& diva\furtarmn' agnine 

Implicitus horres , 4tont) voctms excipe 

P roperantis ad Vormanme}loiſcar. 

Ma. Alasmy ſorts diſtraughy Sweet boy: appeaſe 
Thy mutining aﬀeRions: | : 

Ant. By the aſtonying terror of (warrnight, 

By the infeRious'damps of clammie graues, 
Aud by the monld'thaeprefieth'downe 
My dead fathers'ſcull : Ile be reveny'd: 

Mga. Wherefore ? on whom ? for what? go,go to bed 
Good dutious ſonne. Hogbut thy 1dle—— _ 

Ant, $6 I may ſleepe tomb'd in an honour'd kearſe, 
$0 may my bones reſt in that Sepulcher, 

- Mg. Forget 'not dutic ſonne: to bedjto bed. 

An. May I be curſe} by my fathers ghoſt, 
And blaſted with incenſed breath of heaven, 
TE. my heart bearon ought butvengeance, 

May I be numd with horror,and'my vaines 
Pucker with ſing'ing torture,if my braine 
- Diſgeſt athoughtzbur of dire vengeance : 
May I be fetter'diflaue to coward Chaunce, 
If bloodgheart,braine,plot ought ſauc'yengeance. 

Ma. Wiltthon to bed ?- TI wonder when thouſlleeplt 
Tfaith thou look'ſt ſunk-ey'd ; goe couch thy head”; 
Now faith tis-idl&: ſyeer,ſweet ſopne to bed, 4 ; 

: 10 


Antonia and Mellida. 
Ant. T have a prayer or two,to offes 
" Forth gaod:Prince,my:moſt dearc,deare Lord, 
The Duke piero,and your vertuous ſelfe : 
And then when thaſc prayers haue obcain'd:fuccefſle, 
In ſooth Ile come it now) and-couch. 
My head indowniemould: bur firſt Ile fee 
You ſafely laid: Ile bring.yee all to bed. 
Piero, Maris,Strot7g0, Luceo, 
Ile ſee you all. Jaid : He bring you. all te bed, 
And then,ifaith,Ile came and couch my-head, 
And fleepein peace. | 

M4. Lookethen,wee goe before. 

Exeunt all but Antonio, 

Hat.. Tyſo you muſtybefore we touch the ſhore 
Of wiſht:revenge. . O'you departed foules,;... 
That lodge in coffin'd trunkes,which my feere preſſe 
(1f Pythegorian Axiomes be true, 
Of ſpwitscranſmigratian))fleete na more 
To humane bodieszrather linein ſwine, 
Inhabic wolues fleſby(corpions;dogs,and toads, 
Rather then man. The curſe of heaven raignes 
In plagues unlimited through all-higdayes, 
His mature age growes only mature yice, 
And ripens only, to corrupt and ror. 
The budding hopes of intant modeſtie, 
Still ſtriving t@ be more then manghe progues _. 
More then-adevill,divelliſhſuſpeR,divelliſh crueltic : 
All hell- traind juyce is ppwred this yaines, 
Making him-drunke. with fuming ſurquedries , 
Contempt of: heaven,untam*d'arrogance, 
Luſt,ſtatc,pride,muxder. 

And. Murder. | 2 

Fel, Murder. & From aboue and beneath. 
Pa. Murder, | 
nz. 1,I will murder: graues and ghoſts 
right me.naomoere;Lle-ſuck red 'vengeance 
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| The ſecond part of 


Out of Pieros wounds — Pieros wounds. 
Enter two Boyes , with Piero in his night-gowne , and 
_  night-cap. if [ts + 
' Pie. Maria, loue Maria : ſhe tooke this Ile. 
Left you her here ? On lights away : 
I thinke we ſhall not warme our beds te day. 
' Enter lulio, Foroboſco,and Caſtilio. 
tul. Ho, father,father, 200 7 
Pier. How now lulio, my little pretrie fonne ?_ 
V'Vhy ſuffer you the childe to walke fo late ? 
- Foro. He will notſleepe,but calls to follow you, 
Crying that bug-beares and ſpirits haunted him, 
| Antomio offers to come neere and ſtab, Piero preſently 
Ant. No,notſo. - | (withdrawes. 
This ſhall be ſought for ; Ile force him feed on life 
Till he ſhall loath ict. This ſhall be the cloſe 
Of vengeance Qtraine, 
Pier. Away there : Pages, leade on faſt with light. 
The Church is full of damps : tis yet dead might, 
Exit all, ſaving Iulio. 


SCCENA TERTIA, 


Izl. Brother Antonio, are you here ifaith ? 
Why doe you frowne ? Indeed my fiſter ſaid, 
ThatT ſhould call you brother,that the did, 
When you were married to her. Buſſe me ; good 
_Fruth, Iloue you better then' ry father, deed. 

Ant. Thy father ? Gracious, O bounteous heaven ! 
I doe adore thy juſtice ; Yenit in noſtras manus 
Tandem vindifa, venit & tota quidem. | 

ul. Truth, ſince my mother dyed, Ilov'd you beſt. 
Something hath angred you; pray you looke merrily. 
£nt. I will laugh, and dimple my thin checke, 
With capring joy , chuck,my heart dorh leape 
Togralpe thy bolome, Time,place,and blood, 


How 


Antonio and Mellida. 


How fit youcloſe together ! Heavens tones 
Strike not ſuch muſique to immortall ſoulcs, 
As your accordance (weets my breaſt withall. 
Me thinkes I paſe upon the front of Joue, 
And kick corruption with a {cornefull heele, 
Griping this fleſh,digdaine mortality. 
O) that I knew which joynt,which ſide,which lim 
Were father all;and had no mother in't : 
That I might rip it yaine by vaine ; and carue revehge 
In bleeding races : bur ſince 'ris mix together, 
Haue at adyenture,pell mell;noreverſe. 
Come hither boy, This is Andrugio's Hearſe. 
tul. Q God,youle hurt me. For my ſiſters ſake, 
Pray you doe not hurt me, And you kill me,deed 
He tell my father — | 
4n, O, for thy filters ſake, I lagge revenge. 
Andr. Revenge: 


Ant. Stay,ftay,deare fatber,fright mine eyes no more. | 


Revenge as (wift as lightning buriteth forth, 

Andclearcs his heart. Come,pretty tender child, 

It is not thee IT hate fot thee I kill. 

Thy fathers blood thac lowes within thy veines; 

Is it I loath; is that, Revenge mult ſucke. 

I loue thy ſoule : and were thy heart lapt up 

Ia any fleſh, but in Fie 0's blood, | 

I would thus kifſe it : but being his : thus,thus, 

And thus ile punch it. Abandon feares. ; 

Whil't thy wounds bleed ; my browes ſhall guſh out 
reares, | 
Iuii. So you will loue megdoe even What you will. 
Ant. Now barkes the Wolfe againſt the full checkt 

Moone. 

J Now Lyons halfe-clamd entrals roate for food. 

Now croaks the toadzand night-crowes ſcreech al oud, 

Flurtering *bout caſements of departing ſoules. 


Now gapes the graues,8 ns 08: yawnes let looſe 


Im+ 


—__—_—_ 


I thus make incenſe of,to vengeance. 


The ſecond part of 


Impriſon'd ſpirits to reviſit earth : 
And now ſwartenight, to ſwell thy hower out, 
Behold I ſpurt warme blood in thy blacke'eyes, 


From under the ſtage a groane. (graues; 

Ant. Howle not thou putry mould,groane not yee 
Be dumbe all breath. Here ftands Ardragio's ſonne, 
Worthy his father. So : I feele no breath. | 
His jawes are falnehis diflodg'd ſoule is fled : 
And now there's nothing,but Pero left. 
He is all Piero, father all. This blood, 
This breaſt, this heart, piero all : 
Whom thus I mangle. Spright of 7alio, 
Forget this was thy andee I live thy friend. 
Maiſt thou be twined with the fofr'it imbrace 
Of cleare eternitie : but thy fathers blood, 


Ghoſt of my poyſoned Sure, ſucke this fume : 

To ſweete revenge perfume thy circling aire, 

With ſmoake of L10Gd. I ſprinkle round his goare, 
And dew thy hearſe,with theſe frefh reeking drops. 

Loe thus I heaue my blood-died hands to heayen ; 
Even like inſatiate hell,ftill crying ; More. 

My heart hath thirſting Drophes after goare. 

Sound peace and reſt,to Church, night ghoſts, & granes: 


Blood cryes for blood ; and murder murder craues, p 
[ 

SCENA QVARTA, . 

Ir 


Enter rwo Pages with torches. Maria ber haire looſe, 
and Nurriche. | 


Nut Fie,fie; to morrow your wedding day, and 
weepe ! Gods my comfort. Andrugio could doe well: 
Piero may doe better. I have had foure husbands my 
felfe,  T he firſt ] called, Sweet Duck, the ſecond, Der! 

: Heart; 


Antonioand Mellida: ; 
Heart; the third, pretty Pugge. Bar the fourth, moſt 
ſweet, deare, pretty, all in alt: hee was the veyy Cockall 
of a husband. What Lady ? your Skinne is'{mooth,yeur 
blood warme, your cheeke freſh ;your eye quick: change 
of paſture makes fat calves : choiſe of linnen, cleance 
bodies ; and (no queſtion) vaxiety of hugbands perfect 
yw1ues. I would you ſhould know it., as few reeth as. 
haue in my head; haue read 4rifatles Problewes, which 
ſaith 5 that woman. receiycth perſeRion by the man. 
VVhat then bee the men ? .Goe to, to bed, [ye og your 
backe,dreame not on Piero. I ſay no more : to morrow 
15 your wedding : doe,dreame not of - Piero. 
Enter Balurdo with a baſe Yyole. 


- - 


goe lleepe.. a1. | | 

I haue a mighty taske af teares to weepe. \.; ,, '-. 
Bal. Lady, with a moſt rerort and obtule legge I kiſe 

the curled locks of your looſe haire. T be e harh 


ſent you the moſt muicall fir leferey, with big nat baſes 
but moſt innobled Viale z to rgek your baby thoughts in 
the Cradle of ſleepe. Wn 1!" "», 

Aa. 1 giue the noble Duke reſpetiue thagkts. 4 
e. . Bal.: Reſpetiue; truely a very prert word. Indecd. 
Madamy & have the 'mgſt refpeRive fiddle; Did you ever 
ſmell a mpre fweet ſound; My gittic mult gqe thys 3 Yery, 
witty , I afſure'yous T-my felfe.in an humorous pathon 
made it , tothe tunc of my miftreffe Nurriches heaury; 
Indeed,very prerty,yery retort, and obeaſe; Lie alluee you 


e WF £15 thus. _ --- 


My miſtzeſſe eye doth ojle my toynts, 
bs $4 ny) Angers nimble 
O loye come on; untruſſe your poynts, 
 _- My fiddleftick wazts R0JRen. 
My Ladies due ges are all ſo ſmooth, . 
That no fleſh muſt them r" pong G 
| z 


Ma. VVhat anidle pratechou keep'&? good ourſe - 


Wet 
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' Mex eyes doe ſhine for 10 ſay ſooth, 
Like 6 new ſouffed candle. 

Ma. Trucly,very patheticall, and unvulgar. 

| Bal. Patheticall and unyulgar; words of worth , 
 excell:ar words. In ſooch Madam, I haue takea a 

murre, which makes my noſe run moſt pathetically, and 

unvulgarly. Haue you any Tobacco ? 

Ma. Good Signiorgyour ( ws 


Bs. Inftantly,moſt unvulgarly,at your ſervice. 
Truelyhere's the moſt pathericall rozzen-Vmh. 


CAUTATY, 


* AM. In footh,moſt knightly ſung,and like fir Gefferey. 
Ra. Why,looke you 999” 26 was made a Knight only 
for my voice ; and a councellor only for my wit. 
Me. I belecue it. Good night gentle fir,good night. 
© Bal. You will give me leaue to take my leaue of my 
miſtreſſe,and I will doc it, moſt famouſly in rime. 
.' Farewell,adiew : Saith thy loue true, 
As to part loath. 
T ime Vids us part, Mine owne ſweet heart, 
God bleſſe us both. Exit Balurds. 
Ma. Good might Nutriche.Pages leaue the roome. 
The life of night growes ſhort,tis almoſt dead, 
2p | Exeunt Pages end Nutriche. 
O thou cold widdow bed;ſometime thrice bleſt, 
By the warme preſſure of my ſleeping Lord : 
thy leaues,and whilſt on thee 1 tread, 
Groane out. Alas, my deare ages dead. 
Maria draweth the curtaize : and the ghoſt of Andru- 
gio i diſplayed, fitting on the bed, 
Amazing tercor,whiat portent iS this? 


SCENA 


Antonio and Mellida. 
SCENA QyinTA., 


AnJ. Difloyall to our Hymenzall rites, | 
What raging heate raines in thy ſtrumpet blood ? 
Haſt heats ſoone forgot Andrugio ? - 

Are our loue-bands ſo quickly cancelled ? 

Where liues thy plighted faith unto this breaſt ? 

O weake Maria | Goe to,calme thy feares, 

I pardon thee,poore ſoule.. O ſhed no teares, 

T hy (exe is weake, That blacke incarnate fiend 

May trip thy faith,that hath orethrowne my life : 

I was impoyſon'd by Piero's hand. 

Ioyne with my ſonne, to bend up ftraind revenge, 

Maintaine a ſeeming fayour to his ſuite, 

Till time may forme our vengeance abſolute. 
Enter Amonio, his armes lloody : a torch enda piniard. © 
As. Sce,unamaz'd, I will behold thy face, 

Qurſtare the texror of thy grimme aſpe, 

Daring the hoxrid'ſt oþjeR of the night. ' 

Looke how I ſmoake in blood,reek in the fteame 

Of foming vengeance, O ry ſoule's jnthroan'd 

In the tryumphant charior of reyenge. 

Me 'hinkes L am all ayre,and feele no waight - 

Of humane dirt clogge. This is Julio's blood. 

Rich maſique father ; this is 1ylio*s blood. 

Why les that mother ? 

Azd. Pardon ignorance, Fly deare 4ntovio ? 
Once more aſſume diſgniſc,and dog the Court 
In fained habitztill piero's blood 
May even oreflow the brim of full revenge. 


Exit Axtunis. 
Peace, and all blefſed fortunes to you both. 
Fly thou from Courrt,be pearelefle in revenge : ohh 
Slcepe thou inreſt,loe here I cloſe thy couch. | 2-&F 2 
Exit Maria to her bed, Andrugio drawing the curteines. 40. 
And now ye ſootic courſers of the night, [ — þ 


H 3 Aurry 
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Hurry your charriot into Hels black womb. 
Darkneſſe, make flight 3 Graves eat your dead againe : 
Let's repoſleſſe nies, ar Why lags delay ?* 
Mount ſparkling brightneſſe,give the world his day. = 


AcTys III: SCENA |. 


Znter Antonio is @ ſooles habite, with a little toy of 6 
''- wall-nut ſel, and /ope, to make bubbles : Maria, and 
—_—-- 


Ma. A Way with this diſguiſe in any hand. 
Alb.4 A Fic, tis unfuting to your elate ſpirit : 
rs put on ſome tranihap'd Cavalier, 
Some habit of 2 ſpitting Critick, whoſe mouth 
Voyds nething bat gentile and anvulgar 
Rheum of ceniure : rather af{lume | 
'* Ant; Why chen ſhould I pur on the very ficth 
Of ſollid-folly. No, this cockſcombe is a crowne 
W hich [ affeR, even with unbounded zeale. 

_ 41. Twil thwart your plot,diſprace your high refolve. 

Ant. By wiledomes heart there is no eſſence mortall, 

That I can envy, bur a'plump-check'd foole : | 
O, he hath a parent of immunities 


Confirm'd by cuſtome, ſeal'd by. policy, 


As large as ſparious thought, 
* lb. Youcannorprefic among the Courtiers, 
And have accefſe to —— | | 
_* Mat. What? nota foole ? why friend, a golden Aﬀe, 
A babl'd foole, are ſole Canonicall, © | 
Whilſt pale-cheek'd wiſedome, and leane-ribb'd Art | 
Are keprc in diſtance at the Halberts poynt : | 
All held 4poomyphe, not worth ſurvey. 
Why, by the Genizs of chat Florentipe, 
Deep, deep obſerving, ſound-brain'd Macheves!, 
i, TEE 1 SS 


Hee 


Antonioand Mellida. 


He is not wiſe, that ſtrives not te ſeeme foole. 
When will the Duke hold feed intelligence, 
Keepe wary obſeryation in large pay, - 

To dogpe a fooles at ? 

Mar. 1, but ſuch feigning known, diſgraceth much. 

Ant. Pith,moſt things that mortally adhere to ſoules, 
Wholly exiſt in drunk opinion : 

Whoſe recling cenſure, if I value nor, 
It values nought, 

Mar. You are tranſported with too ſlight a thought, 
If you but meditate af what is paſt, p 
And what you plot to paſle, 

Ant. Even in that, note a fooles beatitude : 

He is not capable of paſſion, 

Wanting the power of diſtinftion, 

He beares ananturn'd ſaile with eyery wind : 

Blow Eaſt, blow VVeſt, he ſtecres his courſe alike. 

I never ſay a foole leane : the chub-fac'd fop 

- Shines ſleck with full cramm'd far of happineſle, 

V Vhil'& ſtudious contemplation ſucks the juice 

From wiſards cheekes : oa making curious ſearch 

For Natures ſecrets, the firſt innating cauſe 

Laughs t1cm to ſcorne, as man doth buſy Apes 

V Vhen they will zany men. Had heaven bin kind, 

Creating me an honelt ſenſelefle dolt, £:ac4 

A 200d poore foole, 1 ſhould want (enſe to feele 

T he ſtings of anguiſh ſhoot through every vaine, 

I ſhould nor know what 'twere to lofe a father : 

I ſhould be dead of ſcaſe, to view defame 

Blurre my bright love ; 1 could nor thus run mad, 

As one confounded in a maze of miſchiefe, | 

Staggerd, ſtark felld with bruiſing troke of chance. 

I ſhould not ſhoot mine eyes into the earth, 

Poring for miſchiefe,chat might counterpoyle WT IE" 

| Enter Lucio HOWE. 

Miſchief, murder, and = How now Lucio? | 
\- T 72908 _— 


_ + ow. 


The ſecond part of 
Lu. My Lord, the Duke, with the Venetian States, 
Approach the great Hall, ro judge Me/idg. . 
Ant. Ask't he for 7ulio vet ? 
Lu. No motion of him : dare you truſt this habit ? 
Ant. Alberto, ſee you ſtraight rumour me dead : 
Leave me good mother, leave me Lacto, 
Forſake me all. Now patience hoop my ſides, 
| | Excunt all, [ſaving Antonio. 
V'Vith ſteeled ribs, leſt T doe burſt my breft 
VVith ſtrugling paſſions. Now diſguiſe ſtand bold, 
Poore Corea herbie of choice ſoules infold. 
The Cornets ſound a Cynet. 


SCENA SECVNDA, 


Enter Caſtilio, Foroboſco,Balurdo,& Alberto,with pol- 
6x85: Lucie bare. Picro & Maria talking together : two. 
Sexators,Galeatzo,and Marzagente, Nurriche. 


Pie. Intreat me not : there's not a beauty lives, 
Hath that impartiall predominance 
Orc my afteRts, as your inchanting graces ;. 
Yet give meleave to be my (clfe. 
Ant. A Villaine. 
Pte. luſt, : 
Ant. Moſt juſt. 
Pie. Moſt jult and upright in our judgement ſeat. 
VVere Me/iids mine eye, with-ſuch a blemiſh 
Of moſt loath'd loofeneſſe, I would ſcratch it out. 
Produce the ſftrumpet in her bridal] robes, 
That ſhe may bluſh tappeare ſo white in ſhow, 
And blacke in inward ſubſtance. Bring her in. 
; | Exeunt Forob, & Caſtil, 
IT hold 4ntonio, for his fathers ſake, 
So very dearely, ſo entirely choice, 
That knew I but a thought of prejudice, 
| Imag in'd 


Antonio and Mellida. 
Imagin'd*gaiaſt his high innobled blood, 
I would m.intaine a mortall feude, undying hate 
*Gainſt the concevers life. And ſhall juſtice ſleep 
In fleſhly lethargy, for mine ove bloods favour, 
V Vhen the ſweer Prince hath ſa apparant {corne 
By my (1 will not call her) daughter 2 Goe, 
Condud in the loy'd youth Apntoxio. 

Exit Alberto to fetch; Antonio. 

He ſhall behold me ſpurne my private good. 
Fiero loves his honour more then's bloed. 

Ant. The divell he does more then both, 

Ba. Stand backe there, foole ; I doe hate a foole moſt 
patherically. O theſe chat have no ſap of retore and ob= 
cuſe wit inthem : faugh. 

Aat. Puffe, hold world : puffe, hold bubble ; Puffe, 
hold world : puffe, breake not behind © puffe, thou art 
full of wind ; puffe, keepe up by wind : pnite,*tis broke : 
and now I laugh like a ob] foole at the breath of mine 
owne lips, he VE be he he. 

Bal. You foole. 

A4nt. You foole, pufle. 

; __ I cannot ilgeſt thee, the unyulgar foole, Goe 
oole. 

Pie. Forbeare Balurdo, let the foole along, 
Come hither (fi) is he your foole ? 

Ma, Yes, my lov'd Lord. 

Pie. VVould all the States in Venice were like thee. 
O then 1 were ſecur'd. 
He that's a villaine, or but meanely (oul'd, | 
Muſt {till converſe, and cling to routs of fooles, [ 
That cannot (earch the leakes of his defeRs., 
O, your unſalted freſh foole is your only man : F 
Theſe vinegar tart fpirits are too piercing, 
Too ſearching in the unglu'd joynts of thaken wits. 
Find they a chinke, they!l wriggle in and i, 
And eat like ſalt ſea in his ſiddow ribs, 


Twll;-{+ | 
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Till they hauc opened all his rotten parts, 
Vatothe vaunting ſurge of baſe contempt, 

And ſynke the toiſed Galleaſſc in depth 

Of vvhirlepoole ſcorne, Gine me an honeſt fopp : 
Dud a,dud a ? why loe fir,this takes he © ” 

As gratefull now,as a Monopolic. 


SCENA&S: TER TIA. 


The fii/ Flutes ſound ſoftly. 


Enter Foroboſco, and Caſtilio: Mellida ſupported by 
rnwo wayting Women. 


Mel. All honour to this royall confluence. 
Pier. Forbeare ( m__ to blot bright honours name 
VVith thy defilcd lips. The fluxe of {inne 
Flowes from thy tainted bodic : thou (o foule, 
So all diſhonour'd, canſt no honour giue, 
No wiſh of good,that can haue good effect 
To this graue Senate, and illuſtrate bloods. 
Why ftayes the doome of death? 
x.Sen. Who riſcth up ro manifeſt her guilt ? 
2.Sep. You muſt produce apparant proofe,my Lord. 
Pier. Why,where is Stror3s ? He that ſwore he ſaw 
The very at : and vow'd that Feliche fled 
Vpon his fight : on' which I brake the breaſt 
Of the os letcher with fue ſtabbes. 
Goe fetch in Str0rgo, Now thou impudent, 
Tf thou haſt any drop of modeſt blood 
Shrowded within thy checks, bluſh,bluſh for ſhame, 
That rumour yet may ſay, thou felt defame. 
Mell. Produce the devill; let your Strotqo come : 
I can defeat his Rtrongeſt arguments, -. 
Which 
Prer. V Vith what ? 
Me. With tearcs,with bluſhes,fighs,& claſped hn, 
Wi 
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Antonio and Mellida. 


VVith innocent upreared hands to heaven : 
VVith my unnook:t ſimplicitic. Theſe, theſe 
Muſt,will, can onely quit my heart of guilt. 
Heayen permits not taintlefle blood be {pilt, 
If no remorle live in your ſavage breaft, 
Pier. Then thou muſt die. 
Mell. Yet dying, Ile be bleſt, 
Pier. Accurlt by me. | 
Mell, Yetbleſt, in that I ſtroue 
Toliue, and dye. 
Pier. My hate, . 
Meſl. Antont's Loue. 
Ant. Antonio's loue ! 
Enter Strotzo,4 cord about his necke. 
Stro.. O what vaſt ocean of repenrant teares 
Cancleanſe my breaſt from the pollunng filch 
Of ulcerous linne 2 Supreawe Efficient, 
Why cleau'ſt thou not my breaſt with thunderbolts 
Of wing'd revenge ? 
Pier. What meanes this paſſion ? 
Ant. What villany axe they decotting now? Vmh. 
Strot. 1n me convertite ferrum, O proceres. 
Nihi ifte , nec ifta. 
Pie. Lay hold on him. What ſtrange portent is this? 
Strot. I will not flinch. Deathghell more grimly ſtare 
VVithin my heart, then in your threatning browes. 
Record,thou threefold guard of dreadeſt power, 
What I here ſpeake, is forced from my lips, 
By the pulſiue ſtraine of conſcience, 
I have a mount of miſchiefe clogs my ſoule, 
As waightie as the high-nold 4ppenine, 
Which I muſt Rraight diſgorge, or breaſt will burkt. 
I haue defam'd this Lady wrongfully, | 
By inſtigation of Antonio : 
Whoſe recling loue,toſt on each fancies ſurge, 
Began to loath, before it fully joyed. 


Fier.Goe, 
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 Theſecond part of © 
Pie. Gogſcize Antonig,guard him ſtrongly in. Exit 
S$rro. By his ambition, being onely brib'd, _ Forg. 
Feed by his impious hand, I + 09mm 
His aged father : that his thirftie hope 
Might quench their dropſie of aſpiring drought, ? 
Wich full unbounded quafte, | 

Pier. Seize me Antonio. 

Stro. O why permit you ſuch a ſcum of filth e 
As S$troteois,to liue, and taynt the ayre \ 
With his infeRious breath ? | 

Pie. My (elfe will be thy ſtrangler,unmatche flaue. E 
Piero comes from his chaire, ſnatchbeth the cords end,and | 

H 
A 
C 


Caſtilio aydeth him ; both ſirangle Strotzo, 
Stro. Now change your 
Pier. 1,pluck Caſtilio : I change my humour ? plucke 
Caftilio. | a 
Dye;with thy deaths intreats even in thy jawes. 
Now,now,now,now,nowzmy plot begins to worke. 
VVhy thus ſhould States-men doe, 
That cleaue through knots of craggie policies, I 
Vſe men like wedges, one ſtrike out another; 


Till by degrees the tough and knurly cruoke N 
Bee riv'd in ſunder. Where's Antonio ? s | 
Enter Alberto running. | M 

Alb. O black accurſed fate. A4ntoniv's drown'd, I, 


Pier. Speake on thy faith,on thy alleageance,ſpeake. 
Alb. As I doe loue Piero, he is drownd. 
Ant. In an inundation of amazement. 
MeR.. 1, is this the cloſe of all wy ſtraines in loue ? 
O me moſt wretched mayd. 
Pie. Antexio drownd ? how ? how? Antonigdrownd? 
Alb. Diſtraughr and raving, from a turrets top 
He threw his body in the high ſwolne ſea, 
And as he headlong topic turvie ding'd downe, 
Hee ſtill cry's MeNzda. 
Ant. My loues bright crowne, 


Me#, He 


Antonio and Mellida. 
Mell. He ſtill ery'd Mellida? $55 


Pie. Daughtergme thinks your eyes ſhould ſparkle joy, 


Your boſome riſe on tiptoe ac this news. 
Mell. Aye me. | | 
Pie. How now? a me ? why,art not great of thanks 
To gracious heaven, for the jult revenge 
Vpoa the Author of thy obloquies t - 
Mgr. Sweet beautie; I could ſigh as faſt as you, 
But that I know that which I weepe to know, 
His fortunes ſhould be ſuch hee dare nor ſhow 
His open preſence. OD ONE: 
Melt. 1 know he lou'd mee dearely,dearely, I : 
And ſince I cannot live-with him, I die. | 
Pie. Fore heavengher ſpeech faulters, look the ſyyouns, 
Convey her up into her private bed; ''  ——2—td& f - 
Maria (prawns and the Ladies beare our Mcllida, as 
being ſwouned. 
I hopethathe live;zif not het 4 YDIR; 
Ant. Antonios dead,the foole wi [fellow tooghe,heghe. 
Now workes the ſceane ; quick obſervation (cud 
To coat the plotzor elſe the path is loſt: 
My very ſelfe am gone,my way is fled: ' . 
], all is loſt; if Me{idg be dead. _ + . Zxit Antonio. 
Pier. Alberto,T am kinde, Atherto,kinde, * IN 
I am ſorry for thy Couzy ifaith I am. 
Goeztake him downe, and beare hing ro his facher: 
Let him be buried; looke ye, Ile pay rhe Prieſt. - 
Alh. Pleaſe you to admit his father tothe Court ? 
Pier, No. 


Alb. Pleaſe you to reſtore his lands & goods againe ? 


Pier, No. \ 439 | 
Alb, Pleaſe you youchſafe him lodging in the citic ? - 
Pier. Gods fut, no, thou odde uncivill fellow : 

I thinke you doe forget Gr, where you are. 
Alb. T know you docforget fir, where you mult be. 
Foro. You axe too malapert, ifaith you are. 


Your 
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Your honour might doe well towmn——— 

Alb, Peace Paraſite,thou bur,that only ſticks 
Vnto the nappe of greatneſle. 

Pie. Away with that ſame yelping cur,avvay. 

_ Alb. 1,[ am gone,but marke, pero this, 
There is a thing cald ſcomging Nemeſis. Exit Alb. 

Bal. Gods neakes he haswrang , that hee has : and 
S*fut , and I were as hee, I would beare no coles, law 1, 
I beginne to (well,puffe. . ' 

Pie. How now: foalesfop,foole ? 

Ba.Foole,fop,foole?Marry mufte. I pray you, how ma- 
ny fooles haye you ſecne goe ina ſuite of Satin? T hope 
yet,I do not looke like a foole ifaith;3 foole? Gods bores, 
I corn'c with my heele. S'neaks; and I were worth but 


three hundred pound a yeare more;I could (weare richly ; 


nay 3 but as. poore as I am , I will ſweare the fellow 
hath wrong. | 
Pie. Young Galeatzo ? 1,a proper man. 
 -F larense, a goodly citie : it thall be fo. 
JTle marry her co him inſtantly. © 
Then Genoa mine,by my Mariacs match, 
Which Ile ſolemnize ere:next ſertinp Sun. = 
Thus Yerice;Florence,Genoa,'ftrongly leagu'd. 
Excelleatzexcehlent. Ile co r Rome, 
Pop out the light of brighr reli ion : | 
And then,helcer'skerer, alt cock ſure. | 
Ba. Gaetogtisjult,theman hath wrong :-goe to. 
Pie. Goe ta,thouthalt haue right. Goe to Caſiilis, 
Clap him into:the Palace dungeon : - Fa 
Lap hint in rags,and let him feed on flime, 
Thar ſmeares the dungeon cheeke. Away withhim. 
Bat, In very good truth now,lle nere doe fo more ;'this 
One time ander— JF YO Ls RR 
Pie. Away with-him,obſemc it ſtriftly, goe: * 
- 86. Why then,O wight, alas poore Knight, * - 
O, well aday,fic Gefferey ler Poets roae, 


And 


a OD. 
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Antonio and Mellida. 
And all deplore; for now I bid you good night. 
Exit Balurdo with Caftilio, 

Ma. © pittious end of love; O too too rude hand 
Of unreſpeRed death 1. Alas, ſweet mayd. 

Pie. Forbeare me heaven, What intend theſ@plaints ? 

Mar. The beauty of admir'd creation, 
T he life of modeſt unmirxt purity, 
Qur ſexes glory, Me/lida 1s | 

Plex. What 9 o heaven, What ? 

Ma. Dead. 

Pie. May it not ſad your thoughts, how ? 

Ma. Being layd upon her bed, ſhe graſpr my hand, 
And kifling it, (pake thus, 'T hou very poore, 
Why doſt not weep ? The jewell of thy brow, 
The rich adornment that inchac'c thy breſt, 
Is loſt ; thy ſon, my love is loſt, is dead. 
And doelT live to ſay Antonio's dead ? _ 
And have 1 liy'd to lee hus vertues blurr'd | 
With guiltlefſe blots ? O world thoa art too ſabtile, 
For honeſt natures to converſe withall : 
Therefore Ile leave thee ; farewcll mart of woe, 
I fly to clip my love, Antonia. | ; 
With that her head ſunk doyne upon her breſt : 
Her cheek chang'd earth, her (enfes flept in reſt : 
Vntill my foole, that crept unto the bed, 
Screech't out ſq loud, that he brought back her ſoule, 
Call'd heragaine; that her bright eyes gan ope, 
And ſtar'd upon him: he audacious foole, 
Dir'd kifle her hand, wiſh her ſoft reſt, loy'd Bride z' 
She fumbled out thanks good, and ſo ſhe dy'd. 

Pie. And ſo ſhe dy'd : I doe not uſe to weep ; 
But by thy love (out of whoie fertile ſweet 
I hope for as faire fruit) I am deep (ad : 
I will ſay my marriage for all this :- 

Caftilio, Foroboſce, all ; 
Straine all your wits, wind up invention 


f 
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Vnto his higheſt bent : to ſweet this night, 
Make vs drinke Lethe by your queint conceits ; 
Thar for two dayes, ollivion finother priefe: 
But when my daughters exequies approach, 
Let's all turne Gighers. Come,deſpight of fate, 
Sound lowdeſt muſick, lets paſe outin ſtate. 

T he Cornets /ound. Excurt; 


SCEN A [IIL. 


Enter Antonio ſolus, in foales habit, 


Ant. I, heaven,thou mayſt; thou mayſt omanipotence, 
V'Vhat vermine bred of putrefaRed ſlime, 
Shall dareto expoſtulate with thy decrees ! 
O heaven,thou mayeſt indeed,ſhee was all thine, 
All heavenly, I did but humbly beg 
To borrow he of thee alittle time. 
Thoug:w'ſt her nie,as [ſome weake breaſted dame 
Giyeth her infant; puts it cut to nurſe; 
And when it once goes high lonegtakes it back, 
Shee was my vitall blood,and yet,and yer, 
Ie not blaſpheame. Lookec here, behold, 
Antomo puts ofF his tap, and lieth juſt upon ha bache. 
I turne my proſtrate breaſt Upon thy face, 
Andveht a heaving ſigh. O hearc but this; 
I am a poore poore Orphant, a weake,weake child, 
The wrack of (plitted fortune, the yery Ouze, 
T he quick-(and that devours all miſery, 


Behold the yaltantſt creattre that doth breath, : 
For all this,1 date livezand I will live, Th, 
Onely to numme ſome others ctirſed blood, T 

With the dead palfic of like miſery, Bu: 


Then death)like to a ſtiffing Incubus, 
Lic on my boſome. Lo fir,I am tped.” 
My breaſt is Golgotbe,graue for the dead. 


SCENA 


Amonioand Mellida. 
Enter Pandulpho, Albertoy'and s Page , carrying Fe- 


liches trunke in a winding ſheet , and lay it thwart 
Antonio's breaft. | * 


Pan. Antongo, kiſle my;foot : I honour thee, 
In laying thwart nry blaod;npan thy breaſt. 
I tell thee boy,he was Pandulphes ſonne : 
And I doe grace thee wich ſupporting him, 
Young man, - ea. oy 
The dominicring Monarch of the garth, 
He that hath nought that forwunes gripe can (cize, 
He who is all impregnably his owne, 
He whoſe great heart heayen cannot force with force, 
Vouchſafes his loue. Non //ervia Deo, ſed aſſentto. 
Ant. I ha loſt a good wife. | 


Ps. Didſt find her goodyar didſt thou make her good? 


If found,thou mayſt refind,becauſe thou hadſ her. 

If made,the worke is loſt : butthou that mad'ſt her 
Liv'ſt yet as cunning. Haſt loft a good wite ? 
Thrice bleſſed man chat loit her whilft ſhe was good, 
Faire,young,yablemutbr,conſtant,loving,chaſt, 

I tell thee youth,age knowes, young loues ſeeme grac't; 
Which with gray cares,rude jarresare oft defac't. 

Ant. But ſhee was full of hope. 

Pan. May be,may be: bur that which may be,{tood, 
Stands now without all may; ſhe diced good, 

And doft thougrieue ? 

Alber. I ha loſt a crue friend. 

Panrd. I live incompatſt with two bleſſed ſoules. 
Thog loſt a good wifegthou loſt a true friend, ha ? 
Two of the.rareſt lendings of the heavens: 
But lendings : which at the fixed day of pay 
Set downe by fate, thou muſt reſtore againe. 


O what vncenſcienable ſoulcs are here ? 


I Are 


- 
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Arc you all like the ſpoke $a? of the Church ? 
Have you no maw te reſtitution ? 
Haſt loſt a true friend, gyuz-? xhen thou hadl(t one, 
I exll thee youth, tis altas difficult 
To find true friend in this apoſtate ages | 
(Thar balkes all right affiance rwixt rwo hearts) 
As tis to find afixed modeſtheart, | 
Vnder a painted breft. Loft #true friend ? 
O happy ſoule chat loſt him'whil' he was true. 
Belecye ic cuz, I to. my'tEtes have found, 
Oft durts reſpe& makes firmer friends unſound. 
4lb. You have loſt a good ſonne; 
Pan. Why there's the comfort on't,that he was good, 
Alas, poore innocetit”? <109NS THT TT < 
Alh. Why weepes mine uncle ? - 
Pan. Ha, doſt aske me why? ha * ha ? 
Good cux, looke here, . 2372025 OS = env 
| 1 | - - Weſhewes bimbis [dns breſs. 
M 1n will breake out, deſpipht'Pluloſophy. 7, nes 
Why, all this while I have but playd a part, < 
Like to ſome boy, that a&s'2 tragedy, nb; he 
Speakes burly words, atid' raves out paſſion: 
But, when he thinkes upon his infant vweakeneſle, 
He droopeshis eye. I ſpake more then a god ; 
Yet amlefle then a many ' * | 
I am the miſerableſt ſoule that breathes. 
CEN CLE: _ © "Antonio farts up. 
Ant. $'lid fir, ye lye : by ththeart of griefe, thou lyeſt, 
I ſcorn't, that any wretched ſhould ſurvive, 
Outmounting me in that-Superlative, 
Moſt miſerable, moſt unmatch'd in woe : 
Who dare aſſume that, bur 4nronio ? 
Pan. Will's till be ſo ? and ſhal yon bloodhound live ? 
Ant. Have an armey a heart, a (word, a ſoule ? 
Alh. Were you but private unto what we knove, 
Pan. Ile know it all : firſt let's interre tlic dead : 
WT | Let's 
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Let's dig his grave with that ſhall dig the heart, 
Liver, and entralls of the murderer, | 

They ſtrike the ſtage with their daggers, and 
the grave openeth, 


Ant. Will't fing a Dirge, boy ? 
| Pan. No, no ſong : twill be vile out of tune. 
Ant. Indeed he's hoarcezthe poor boyes voice is cracke, 
Pas, Why cuz ? why ſhould it not be hoarce & crack, 
When all the ſtrings of Natures ſymphony 
Are crackt, and jarre.? why ſhould his voice keep tune ? 
When there's no muſick in the breſt of man ? 
Ile ſay an honeſt ancick rime I have : 
(Helpe me good ſorrowe mates to give him gray 
They all help to carry Feliche tg bis grave. 
Death, exile, plaints,and woes, 
Are but mans lackies, not his foes. 
No mortall ſcapes from forrunes warre, 
Without a wound, at leaſt a (carre. 
Many have led theſe to the grave : 
Bur all ſhall follow, none ſhall ſave . 
Blood of my youth, rot and conſume, 
Vertue, in dans oth life aſſume : 
VVirh this old ſawe, cloſe up this duſt ; 
Thrice bleſſed man that dyeth juſt. 
Ant. The gloomy wing of night begins to ſtretch 
His lafy pinion over all the ayre : 
VVe muſt be ſtiffe and Reddy in reſolve. 


Ler's thus our hands, our hearts, our armes involve. 
T hey wreath their armes. 


Pan, Now ſweare we by this Gordian knot of love, 
By the freſh turn'd up mold that wraps my ſonne : 
By che dead brow of triple Hecate : 
Ere night ſhall cloſe the lids of yon bright ftarres, 
VVee'l fit as heayy on Piero's heart, | 
AS e/£tna doth on groaning Pelgrue 


Ant. Thankes good old man. 
I a Wer'l 
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Weele caſt at royall chance.  _ 
Lets thigke a plot; then pell mell yengeance. 
Exeunt, their armes wreathed. 


The Cornets ſound for the AF, 


Acrtvs Vi SCExnA [. 


The dunbe ſhow. 


Enter at one doore, Caſtilio 82d Foroboſco, with hal- 
berts: foure Pages with torches : Lucio bare : Picro, 
Miria and Alberto, talkivg : Alberto drawes out his 
dagger Maria be-nife , ayming to menace the D ke. 
Then Galeatzo ber wixt two Senators,reading « paper 
tothem: at which toey all make ſemblance of loathing 
Piero , and knit thetr fiFes at him : two Ladies aud 
Nutriche : a/ theſe goe ſajtly over the ftage,whilft at 
the other doore enters tneghoſt of Angrugio,who pg/- 
ſeth by them , toſSing his torch about hi? Gead is try- 
umph. At for/ake tbe Stage, ſaving Andrugio, who 


ſpeaking, begins the AF. 


4nd.N7 Enit dies temp que, quo reddat ſuis,  _ 
Animan [quallentem {celeribus. __ 

T he fiſt of firenuous vengeance is clutcht, 
And ſterne YViediFatowreth up aloft, ne Eh 
That ſhce may fall with a more waightic paiſe, 
And cruth lifes ſap from our Pieros vaines. © 
Now pins the lep:ous cores of ulcered finnes of 
Wheale to a head : now is bis fate growne mellow, 
Inſtance to fall inrqþnhc rotten jawes he 
Of chap falne death. Now downe looks Providence, 
T'attend the Iſt at of my ſonnes revenge. 
Be gractous,Obſeryation, to our Sceane : 


For now the plot unites his ſcattercd limbes 
_ Cloſe 
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' cold, cold,cold, cold. O poore Knight,') poore fir Gee 
' ferey , {ing like an Vnicorne , before thou doeſt ap 


Antonio and Mellida. 


Cloſe in contrafted bands. The Florence Prince, 

(Drawne by firme notice of the Dukes black deeds) 
Is made a partner in conſpiracie. 

The States of Penicefare {0 ſwolne in hate 

Againſt the Duke, for his accurſed deeds, 

to? which they are confirm'd by ſome odde letters 

Found in dead Strotgos Studie, which had paſt 

Betynixt Prero and the murdring flaue) 

Thar they can ſcarce retaine from burſting foorth 

In plaine revolc, O,now trumphs my ghoſt; 

Exclainung, heaven's juft ; for I thall ſee » 

T he (ſcourge of murder and impietie. Ext. 


SCENA SECVNDA, 
Balurdo from under the fage. 


Balurd. Hoe \ who's aboue there , hoe? A murren 
on all Proverbs. They ſay, hunger breaks through tone 
walles ; but lam as gint, as leane ribb'd famine : yet 


I can burſt thrgugh no ſtone walles. O , now fir Geffe-. 


rey , ſhewe thy valour, breake priſon, and bee hangd. 
Nor ſhall the darkeſt nooke of hell containe the dif- 


\ contented fir Balurd/'s ghoſt, VVell, 1 am out well, 


I have put off the priſon to put on the rope. O poore 
ſhotten herring, what -a pickle art thou in ! O hunger, 
how thou dominier'ſt 1n my gutrs ! O, for a far legge of 
Ewe mutton in ſtewde broath ; of drunken ſong to feed 
on, I could belch rarely , for I am all winde. O colde, 


ny 
horne in the water of death; O d,O0 


poore fir Geffrey,ſing, ling. 
CANTAT,' 
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SCENA TERTIA. 


Enter Antonio and Alberto at ſeverall doores, their ra- 
piers drawen,in their masking attire. 9. 


Ant. Vindifta. | LY 
Alb, Mellida. | 
Ant. Alberto. 
Alb. Antonio. 
Ant. Hath the Duke ſupt ? 
. Alb. Yes, agd triumphant reyels mount alofc. 
The Duke ditnkes deepe to overfloyv his griete, 
The Court is rackt to pleaſure, each man ſtraines 
To faine a jocond eye. The Florentine | 
Ant. Young Galeatzo. 
Alb. Even hee is mightie on our part. The States of 
YCNLCC moonnmnen 
Enter Pandulpho running in masking attire. ' 
Pan. Like high-{woln floods,driuc downe the muddy 
Of pent allegeance, O,my luſtie bloods, (dammes. 
Heaven fits clapping of our.enterpriſe. l 
T haue been labouring penerall fayour firme, 
And I doe finde the Cit1zens growne ficke 
With {ſwallowing the bloody cruditics 
Of blacke Pieros ates ; they faine would caſt 
And vomit him from off thcir government. 
Now is the plot of miſchiefe ript wide ope : 
Letters are found twixt Strot7o and the Duke, 
So cle2re apparant : yet more firmely ſtrong 
By ſuiting circumſtance ; that as I walkt 
uffled, to eves-drop ſpeech, I might obſerue 
The graver States-men whiſpering fearfully. 
Here one giues nods and hummes,what he would (peak ; 
* The rumour's got *mong troops of Citizens, 
Making lowd murmur , with confuſed dinne : 
One ſhakes his head, and fighes; Q ill us'd power : 
2 Another 
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Another frets, and ers his grinding teerh, - 
Foaming with rage,and {weares this mult not be. | 
Here one complots, and on a ſudden ſtarts, Z 
And cries, O monſtrous, O deepe villanie | + | 
All knit their nerves, and from beneath ſ(wolne browes Wit 
Appeares a ploting eye of much millike, | 
Whilſt (wart Pleros lips reakc ſteame of wine, | [i 
Swallowes luſt-thoughts, devoures all pleaſing hopes, | 
With ſtrong imagination of, what not ? ki 
O, now Yindifta ; that's the word we haue * 
A royall vengeance, or a royall grave. 
Ant. Vindidas Sr | 
Bal. I am acold. 4 
Pan. Who's there ? ſir Geffrey ? 1 
Bal. A poore knight,God wor: the noſe of my knight- K 
oo is bitten off withcold. O poorc fir Geffrey, cold, i 
cold. i 
Pen. What chance of fortune hath tript up his heeles, | 
And layd him in the kennell? ha ? | 
Alb. T will diſcourſe it all. Poore honeſt ſoule, 
Hadſt thou a Bever to claſpe up thy face, | 
Thou ſhouldit affociate us in Maſquery, 
And ſee revenge. | 
Bal. Nay, and you talke of reyenge, my ſtomack's up, 
For I am moſt 'tyrannically hungry. A bever ? I have | 
a head-piece, a skull, a braine of proofe I warrant yee. 
Alb. Slinke co my chamber then, and tyre thee, | 
Bal. Is there a fire? Alb. Yes. 
Bal. Is there a fat leg of Ewe mutton ? 
Alb. Yes. | 
Ral. And a cleane ſhirt ? Alb. Yes. -- 
Bal. Then am 1 for you, moſt patherically and ag- 
vulgarly law. exit. 
Ant. Reſolved hearts, time curtalls night, opportunity 
ſhakes us his foretop. Steele your thoughts, ſharpe your 


eſolve, imbolden your ſpirit, 'graſpyour (words, alarum WM 
I 4 miſchiefe, | 


The ſecontl\part of 
miſchiefe , and with an undanted brow , out ſcout the 
grim oppoſition of moſt menacing perilt. 
Harke here, proud pompe ſhoors mounting tryumwph up, 
Borne in lowd accents to the front ot /owve. 
Pan. O now, he that-wants ſoule to kill a flaue, 
Let himidye {laue,and rot in peſanrs graue. 
Aut, Giue me thy hand,and thine moſt noble he art, 
T hus will we live,and,bur chus,never part. 
Exeunt twin'd together. 
Cornets ſqund a Cynet. 


 SCENA QvarTA. 


Enter Caſtilio and Foroboſco,two Pages with torches, 
© Lucio bare Piero, and Maria,Galeatzo, two Se- 
nators and Nutriche. wes 


Piero to Marra. 
Pie. Sit cloſe unto my breaſt,he:tt of my loue. 
Advance thy drooping eyes. 
TThy ſonne is drownd, 
Rich happineſſe that ſuch a ſonne is drownd. 
Thy 4. Bra dead, life of my joyes moſt bleſt, 
In that the ſaplefſe logge,that preft thy bed 
With an-unpleaſing waight,being lifted hence, 
Even I Piero, live to warme his place. 
I te]] you Lady,had youview'd us both, 
With an unparaall eye,when firſt we woo'd 
Your maiden beautics,l had borne the prizc, 
Tis firme I had : for fairc,l ha done that——— 
Ma. Murder, 
 pHe. Which he would quake to hauc adyentur'd ; 
Thou know'ſt I haue 
Agr. Murared my husband. 
Pte. Borne out the ſhock of warg,and done,what not, 
2 katyalour durſt, Do'ſt loue me faireſt ? ſay. 
Mg. As I doe hate my ſonne\l loue thy ſoule, 


%. 


Pte. 


Antonioand Mellida. 
Pie. Why then 170 to Hymen, mount a loftic note ; 

Fill red cheekt Bacchas,let Zyeus flote 
In burniſht gabblets. Force the plumpe lipt god, 
Skip light layolraes in your full {apt veines. 
Tis weil brim full. Eyen I haue glut of blood : 
Let quaffe carouſe ; I drinke this Burdeatox wine 
Vnto the health of dead A4rdrugzo, 
Feliche,Strot70, and Anronios ghoſts, - 
Would I had ſome poyſon te infuſe it with ; 
T hat having done this honour to the dead, 
I might ſend one to giue them nerice on't. 
I would indeere my tayour to che tall. 
Boy,ſfing alowd,make heavens vault to ring 


With thy breaths ſtrength. I drinke, Now lowdly ſing. 


CANTANT, 


The ſong ended, the Cornets ſound a Cyner. 


SCENA QVINTA. 


Enter Antonio , Pandulfe., and Alberto, in magkery, 


Balurdo, and a torcb-bearer. 


Pie. Call 1uliohither ; where's the little ſoule ? 
I (aw him not to day, Here's ſport alone 
For him ifaith ; for babes and fooles I know, * 
Reliſh not ſubſtance,but applaud the how, 


To the Conſpirators 9s they ſtand in ravke for the meaſure, 


To Antonio. 
Gal. All bleſſed fortune crowne your brave attempr,) 
To Pandulpho. : 
I haue a troope to ſecond your atterape, 
To Alberto. 
The Venice States joyne hearts unto your hands. 
Pie. By the delights in contemplation 
Of comming joyes,"tis magnificent. 
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You grace my mariage cue with ſumptuous pompe. \ 
Sound {till lLowd muſique. O, your breath guues grace 
To curtous feete,that in proud meaſure pale. | " 
Ant. Mother,is Iulios = UM | ] 
Ma. Speake not,doubt nor ; all is aboue all hope. 
Ant. Then will I daunce and whirle about the ayre, 
Me thinkes I am all ſoule,all heart,all ſpiric. 
Now murder ſhall receive his ample meite. 
The Meaſure. | - 
While the meaſure is dauncing , Andrugios ghoſt is pla- 
ced betwixt the muſicke houſes. 09; 


Pie. Bring hither ſuckets,canded delicates, 
Weele taſte ſome ſweet meats gallants,ere we fleepe. 
At. Weele cooke your ſweet meats gallants, with 
tart ſower (awce. 
And. Here will I fit,ſpeQator of revenge, 
And glad my ghoſt in anguiſh of my foe. Ip 
T he maskers whiſper with Picro. IF 
Pie. Marry and ſhall ; ifaith I were too rude, 
If I gaineſaid (o civill faſhion. 
The magskers pray you to forbeare the roome, 
Till they haue banquered. Let it be {o: 
No man preſume to viſite them on death. 
T he maskers whiſper agatne. 
Onely my ſclfe > O, why with all'my heart. 
Te fill your conſort ; here Piero ſits : 
Come-on,unmaske,lets fall to. i 6 
The conſpirators bind Piero , plucke gut bis tongue, an 
tryumph over him. | » 
And. Murder and torture : no prayers,no entreats. 
Pan. Weele ſpoyle your oratory.ut with bis rongue. 
Ant. 1 haue'c pandalpho : the veines panting bleed, 
Trickling freſh goare about my fift, Bind faſt ; ſo,ſo. 
And. Bleſt be thy hand. I rafte the joyes of heaven, 
| Viewing 


Antonio and Mellida. ; 


Viewing my ſonne tryumph in his blacke blood. 
Bal. Downe to the dungeon with him , He dungeon 
with him ; Ile foole you: fir Gefferey will be fir Gufferey. 
le tickle you. 
Ant. Behold ,blacke dogge. 
Pan, Grinſt thouzthou {narling curre ? | 
Alb. Fate thy blacke liver. 
| Ant. To thine anguiſh (ce 
| A foole cryumphant in thy miſery. | 
| Vex him Balurdo. 
{ Pax. He weepes : now doel glorifie my hands, 
| 


$I had no vengeance, if I had no reares. 

Ant. Fall to good Duke.O theſe are worthleſſe cates, 
You haue no ſtomack to them ; looke,looke here : 
JHere lies a diſh to feaſt thy tathers gorge. | 
JHere's fleſh and blood, which I am ſure thoa lowſt, 
Piero ſeemes to condole his ſonne. 

pan. Was hee thy fleſh,thy ſonne,thy deareſt ſonne ? 


HIER. L 
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Ant. So was Andrugig my deareſt father. k 
Pan- So was Feliche my deareſt ſonne, = 
Enter Marta. 


Ma. So was 4ndrugio my deareſt husband. 
Ant. My father found no pittie in thy blood. 
Pan. Remorſe was baniſht,when thou flew'ſt my ſon. 
Ma. When thou impoyſoned'ſt my loving Lord, 
$x1ilde was pietie. 

1 -n. Now,therefore,pitie,pictie,remorſe, 

Be aliens to our thoughts : grim kfre-ey'd rage 

TP oſlefle us wholly. 


_ I AS - - _ _ 
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@ Þ Pan. Thy ſonne ? true : and which is my moſt joy. '2 
J hope no baſtard,bur thy very blood 5; 

hy true begotten, moſt legitimate 5 
-. {And loved iſſue : there's the comfort on't, S 
i» Þ Arr. Scum of the mud of hell. £ 

Alb, Slime of all filth, We 

4: Mar, Thou mo deteſted toad. i 
| . F 


» 
——_— 
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The ſecond.part of 


Bal. Thou moſt retort and obtuſe raſcall, 
Ant. Thus charge we death at thee : remember hel, 
And leg the howling murmurs of blacke ſpirits, 


The horrid torments of the damned Ghoſts ? 


Afright thy ſoule, as it deſcenderh downe 
Into che entralls of the ugly Decpe. 
P81. Say[a ; no,let him dye,and dye,and ftill be dying, 
They offe: to run al{ at Piero, and on a ſudden ftop. 
And yetnotdyegtill he hath dy'd, and dy'd 
Ten thouſand deaths in agony of heart. 
Ant. Now pc! mef; thus the hand of heayen chokes 
The throat of murder. Thus for my fathers blood, 
He ftabs at Piero. 
Pan. T his for my ſonne, 
Alb, T his for them all. 
And this, and this ; kinke to the heart of hell. 
They run all at Picro with thetr Rapiers. 
Pan. Murder for murder, blood for blood doth yell, 
And. Tis done, and now my ſoule ſhall ſleep in reſt. 
vonnes, that revenge their fathers blood, are bleſt. 
T he curtaine being drawne, exit Andrugio. 


SCENA SExTA. 


_Enrer Galeatzo, two Senators, Lucio, Foroboſco, Caſh 
lio, and Ladies. 


1 $e. Whoſe hand preſents this gory ſpeRacle ? 

Ant. Mine, 

Pan. No, mine. 

Alb. No, miae. 

Ant. Iwill not loſe the glory of the deed, 
Were all the tortures of the deepeſt hell 
. Fixt to my limbs. I pearc'd the Monſters heart, 
With an undaunted hand, 

Pan. By yon bright ſpangled front of heaven, tyvas I ' 
Twas I fluc'd out his life blood. 


Ald 
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Antonio and Mellida. 


Alb. Tuſh, to ſay tuth, twas all. 

2 Sen. Bleſt be you all, and may your honours live - 
Religiouſly held ſacred, even for ever and ever. 

Gal. To Antonio. 1 hou art another Hercules to us, 

In ridding huge pollution from our ſtate, 

I Sep. Antonio, Beliefe is fortifyed, 
With moſt invincible approvements of much wrong, 
By this Piergto thee. We have found 
Beadrolls of ariſchiete, plots of villany, - 
Layd twixt the Duke and Strorgo: which we found 
Too hirmely acted. 

2 Sen. Alas poore Orphant. 

Ant. Poore ? Standing triumphant over Belxebub ? 
Having large intereſt for biood ; and yet deem'd poore ? 

I Sex. V Vhat ſatisfaRion ourwaxd pompe can yield, 
Or cbiefeſt fortunes of the Fenice tate, 
Claime freely. You are well ſeaſoned props, 
And will not warpe, or leane to either part. 
Calamity gives man a ſteddy heart. | 

Ant. V Ve are amaz'd at your benignity : 
But other yowes conſtraine another courſe. | 

Pan. We know the world, and did we know no more, 
V'Ve would not live ro know ; but fince conſtraint 
Of holy bands forceth us kcep this lodge 
Of durts corruption, till dread power calls 
Our ſoules appearance, we willlive inclos'd 
In holy verge of ſome religious order, 


Moſt conſtant Votaries. 
The curtaines are drawne, Piero departeth. WE 

Ant. Furſt let's cleanſe our hands, Fry 
Purge hearts of hatred, and intombe my Love : he+ 
Over whoſe hearſe Ile weep away my braine *© 
In true afteRionsteares : *' | be” 
For her ſake, here I vow a Virgine bed, f 6 
She lives in me, wich her my loye 1s dead. P 


2 Sen. V Ve will attend het mournefull exequiesy 
Conduct 


The ſecond part of - 


Condud you to your calme ſequeſtred life, ©. 

And thea | x be 3 TER 
Marta. Leaue us,to meditate, on milery ; 

To fad our thoughts with contemplation | 

Of paſt calamities : IF any aske 

Where lives the widdow of the poiſoned L ord ? 

V Vhere lies the Orphant of a murdred father ? 

Where lies the father of a butchered ſon ? 

Where liues all woe ? condut him to us three ; 

The downe-caft ruines of calamirie. 
And. Sound dolefull tuncs,a ſolemne hymn advance, 

To cloſe the laſt a of my vengeance : 5 

And when the ſubje& of your paſſion's ſpeat, 

Sing Mz/ida is dead, all hearts will relent, 

In {ad condolementzat that heavie ſound, 

Never more woe in lefler plot was found. 

And Q, if ever time creare a Muſe, 

That to th'immortall fame of virgine faith, 

Dares once engage his pen to write her death 

Preſenting ir in {ome blacke Tragedie : 

May it proue Owen his ftile be deckt 

V'Vith freſheſt bloomes of pureſt elegance 

May ic hauegentle preſencegand the Sceanes ſuckt up 

By calme attention of choice audience : 

Aad when the clofing Epilogue appeares, 

$n ſtead of claps, may it obtaine but tearcs. 


CANTANT, 


E xewnt Omnes. 


© {ntonij vindidte, 


FINIS. 


7 Se. 2 6. - - __ 


LE EY OC ns >> 


THE 


WONDER 
OF VV OMEN. 


OR, 
THE TRAGEDIE OF 


SOPHONISBA. 


As it hath beene ſundrie times 
acted at the Black Friers. 


Written by Jo)N MARSTON. 


We > 


_——— 


Printed for WILLIAM SHEARES. 
I 6 3 3. 


— ” - DO. oo 


an wn — om oO... ome 
- | —- 
_ — .- _— P fam 
: - - 


| 


7 Gan” lik, a ba 5 : 
2 -*UOSTLOH 


44 


ol 
" 


4+ 

S—— 

mt 
CJ 
EY 
+ 

wy 
4 

\ 

"I 


-— 
p— G—_ 9 2 
i s 
>» 
E - . = 
— tf : % 
Cs &f 
. 4 F 
om”, Re 2 
yon oe bo 
»- / 4 : 


* 
- my wes Ara ome 5 OY woo 7 


MN ASCO ONO REIN G7 N9P "eu AN 
OR NES? EP Pei tbey 1 
GCSGSIGCSOG 2  GDE 


r 


. 


Tothe generall Reader. 


2 Now, that I haue not labou- 
red in this Poemegto:tye my 
{clfe to relate any thing as an 
Hiſtorian, but to inlarge eve- 
ry thing as a Poct. To tran- 
ſcribe Authors , quote Authorities, and' 
rranflate Latine proſe Orations 1ato Eng- 
liſhblank Verſe, hath in this ſubje&t been 
the leaſt ayme of my Studies... Then (e- 
quall Reader)peruſe me with no prepared 
diſlike; and if ought ſhall dilpleaſe thee, 
thanke thy ſelfe ; if ought ſhall pleaſe 
thee,thagke not me: for I.confſle in this 
i: was notmy onely end. 1 
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Argumentum. 


A Gratefull hearts juſt height : Ingratitude. 
Andyowes baſe breach with worthy ſhainE ls 4 
A womans wormleg lone as fume as fate. V | 
A blameleſſe Counſefor weft borne ſor ſtate; : 7} 1 
The folly to inforce free loue. Theſe know; © Ak & fp 
This ſukje& with full light doth amply ſhow 1 | s. G 


3 S 


Interlocutores. 


Maſeini/a, Kings in Lybia, Riyalls fot $6- 
Syphax, 5 phonzs5ba. | 
£4/druball, Father to Sophonisba. 

Gelofſo, A Senator of Carthage. 

Bytheus, A Senator of Carthage. 

Hanno Magnus, Caprtaine for Catthage. 


 Tngurth, Mafiiniſſa's Nephew. 


_— i Generalls of Rome. 


F anzue, An Ethiopian, {laue. 
Carthalon , A Senator of Carthage, 


. Giſco, A Surgeon of Carthage. 


Nuntius. 

Sophonisha , Davghter ro 4/drubaf/ of Carthage. 
Zanthia , Het Mayd. 
Eriftho , AnlInchantueffe. 


Arcathia, | 
Ny _, ty Wayting women to Sophonba. 


—— 


THE 


Y. Go” 


. (For ſeventeene Kings were Carthage feodars;) 


of & tes 


PROLOGYS. 
Cornets ſound A Mack: 


Enter at one doore the Prologue; two pages: with torches, 
Aſdruball and Iugurth, two r20 bajes hehe, 
finifſa leading Sop . ewt>"oy Zanchia bearing So ho- 
nisbas traine, Aackis atid Nicea 3 Hanno end By- | 
theas: At the other doors 1wo Pages with Foters | 
and 1anelins, rwo Pages with lights ; Syphax arm'd 
ror. top to roe, Vatigue followes. 


Theſe thus entted; ſtand till , whilſt che profogue re- 
{ting betweene borh troupes (peakes. 


wake ckoccntte. Pe... " 4 


Tp H E Sceane is Lybia, and the Subje@ thus. 
A L"IF74 hilft Carthage /toud the onely awe of Rome; 
Y% T6 wy As moſt imperial ſeate of Lying 
Govern'd by State(men, each as great as Kinfi; 


Whilst thus ſhee flouriſht, whilft ber org 
Made Rome to tremble, end the W afe 


*Þ *y030 um. 


Then in this Carthage Sop honisba laws 4 
The farre fam'd daughtes of great Avdraball : 
For whow ('mong?} others) potent $ _ Ht 


And welt-grac'd Maſlinifla rivals | 
"1 "WI Bf: 


The Tragedic 


Bath princes of proud Scepters :' but the lat 
Of doubtfull favour Maſiniſſa grad, 1 
At which Syphax grower blacke : for now the night 
Teelds lowdreſoundings of the Nupriall pompe : - 
Apollo ftrikes,his Harpe : Flimen his Torch, - 
F hils lowring Inno, with ill-boading eye 
Sits envious at too forward Venus: Lo, 
T he inſtant night : And-now yee wortbier minds, « 
To whom wee ſha#l preſent a female zlory, 

(The wonder of a conſtancie ſo fixt, 
That Fateit ſelfe might well grow envious )) 
Bepleas'd to fit, ſuch as may mertt oyte, 
And holy deaw, ftit'd frem diviner heat : 
For ref thus knowing, what of this you heaze, 
The 4uthor lowly hopes, but muf? not feare. 

- For juſt worthnevetr reſts.on popular frowne, 

- To haug done well is fayre deeds onely crowne, 


. . 


Pa 


LS ; Nec ſequeſiverit extra. 
Cornets ſound a March. 


- "The prologie' leades Maſiniſ/as Troupes over the 
Stage, and departs : Syphax T'roups onely ſtay. 
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_ Syphax and Vangue. 


Sy. CO Tphax,S hax, why waſt hat curſt a 
. What qt God _ thee ſo 627+] 2 
Concemn { ,diſgraced;think,weret thou a {laue, 
Though Sophonisba did = thy loue, _ 
Thy Is neglefed head unpoynred at, | 
Thy ſhame unrumour*d,and t thy ſuite unſcofc, 


Might yet reſt quiet: Reputation, 
Thou awe of fooles and great men : thou that choalf 


Freeſt additions, and mak'ſt mortalls ſweat 
Blood and cold drops in feare to loſe; or hope 
To gaine thy never certaine ſeldome worthy gracings. 
Reputation ! | 
Wert not for thee Syphax could beare this ſcorne, 
Not (pouting up his gall among his bloud | 
In blacke vexations : Maſfiniſ/s might - 
Injoy the ſweets of his preferred graces | 
Without my dangerous envie or revenge : 
Wert not for thy affli&ion all might yy 
In ſweet oblivion : Bur (O greatneſſe ſcoupge! ) 
Wee cannot without Envie keepe high name, 
Nor yet diſzrac'd can haue a quiet ſhame. 
Van. Scipio —. 


Sy. Some light in depth of hefl: Vangue,what hope. ; 


Van. T have receiu'd afſur'd Intelligence, 
Thar Scipio, Romes ſole hop&hath raiſd upmen, 
Drawn Troupes together for invaſion 

Sy. Of this fe CG Van. Wigh this pollicie, 


Toforce wild Hannibal from Iraly — 
K 3 Sy: ; 


ACA 
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The Tragedy 

Sy. And draw the war to Africk. Ve. Right, Sy. And 
This ſure prey y Nh Rage of 5rket. "(Wi 

oh My þ6: 0p Baer is departed Rovte®” 
PjceRly ſecting courſe and ſayling yp— 

Sy. To Carthage, Carthage,O thou eternall youth, 
Mz of large fame great and abounding glory = 
Renouneful Scipio, read thy two-necked Eagles, 

Fill full chy ſailes with a revenging wind, 
Daſs through obedient Neptunegtill chy powers 
Da upp Zohan houſe,and thy juſt atmes 
Shine with amazefull terror on theſe wals. 

O flow record thy Fathers honord blood 

Which Cathage drunke,thy V ncle Publius blood 
| Which Carthage dfunke, z 0060, foules 
Of choiſe /feliars Carthage ſet on wing : 
Remember Hannibal, yer Hamibat 

The conſul-queller: O then enlarge thy hearr 

e thouſand Toules in one,let all the breath 
he ſpirit of thy name,and nation be mixt ſtrong 

In thy great heart :' O fall like thunder ſhaft © 
The winged vengeance of incenſed Zoue 

Vpon this Carthage : for Syphax here flies off 
From all allegeance,from all lone or ſervice, 

His (now freed) ſcepter oace did yecld this Citic, 
Yee vniuerſall Gods, Lizht, Heate,and Ayre 
Proue all unbleſſing Syphax, if his hands 
Oace reare themſelues for Carthage but to curſe it. 
It had beene better they had chang'd their faith, 
Deni'd their Gods,then lighted Syphax louc, 

So fearefully will T take vengeance. ' © * 

Fle interleagye with Scipio, t—Faxgue. 
Deare Ethiopian Negro, goe wing a veſlell, 
And fly to Scipio - (ay his Df erate 
Vow'd and eonkrn's is Fjphex': bid tim haſt 
To mix our palmes and armes : will him make up 
Whilſt we are in che ſtrength of diſcontent, * 
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of Sophonisba. 


Our unfuſpe&ed forces well in armes 
For Sophonichs, Cartbage, 45druball 
Shall feele their weaknelle in preferring weaknefle, 
And one leſſe great then we,rto our deare'withes 
Haſte gentle Negro, that this heape may know 
Me, and their wrong : Va. wrong ? (trong 

Sy. I, cho' twere not,yet know while Kings are 
What the!'le but thinke and not what is,is wrong* 
I am diſgzxac'd1n, and by that which bath 
No nedla Take ang Woman, my revenge | 
Shall therefore beare no argument of right. | 
Paſsion is Reaſon when it (peakes from Might ; 

I te/{ thee man,zor K iugs,nor Gods exempt 

But they grow pale if oncethey fied Contempt * haſte. 

Exeunt. 


SCENA SECVNDA, 


Enter Arcathia, "Nycea with Tapers , Sophonisba i 
ber night attire foflawed by Zanthia. | 


So, Watch at the doores : and till wee be repoſ'd 

Let no one enter : Zanthis undoe me. Wt 
Z8. With this motto under your girdle, (ſervice 2 

Tou had beene andone if you had not beene undone humbictt 
Zo. 1 wonder Zanthia why the cuſtome 1s 

To aſe ſuch Ceremogte, ſuch tri ſha 

About us women : forſooth the Bride muſt ſteale 

Before her Lord to bed: and then delayes 

Leng expe&ations all againft knowen wiſhes, 

I hate theſe figures in locution, 

Theſe about phraſes forc'd by cerexonle, 

We maſt ſtrll ſceme'ro fly what we melt ſecke, 


And hide our ſclues from that wee faine would fing 3 L 7 ; 
Let thoſe that thinke and ſpeake and doe juſt aQs, HD 
Know forme can giue no vertue to their aQts, | 
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The Travedie 


And truely ſhapt may naked walke,bur we 
We things cal'd women,only made for ſhevv 
And pleaſurezcreated to beare children, 
And plav at ſhuttle-cocke, we imperfe&t mixtures 
Withour reſpeCtiue ceremonie v{'d, 
And ever complement,alas what are we ? 
T ake from us tormall cuſtome and the curtefies, 
Which ciy:ll faſhion hath ill v{*d to us 
VVe fall co all contempt : O women how much, 
How much are you beholding to Ceremony. 
$80. You are familiar, Zanthia my thooe, 
Za. 'Tis wander Madam you tread not awry. 
$0. Your reaſon Zanthis. Za. You goe very high. 
$0. Harke, Muficke,Muficke. | 


curtaines whil'f Maſſinifſa enpers, 
Ni. T he Bridegrome. Arca. T he Bridegrome. 


Za, Faire fall you Lady, ſo, admit admut. 


Maſſinifſa in his night gowne led by As 


whom Maſlinifla fheakes. 
' Ma. You powers of joy: Gods of a happy bed, 
Sher you are pleaſ'd,fifterand wife of Joue, 
Highfronced luno, and thou Carthage Patron, 
Smooth chind 4polo, both giue modeſt heate 
And temperate graces. I 2 


Maffinifſa drawes a white ribbon forth of the bed, 
. © fromtheweſteof Sopho, 


So. Halte 2ood. Zanthia, helpe, keepe yet the doores. 


Mef. 


2. Alas faire Princes thoſe that are ſtrongly form*q 


The Ladics lay the princeſſe in @ faire bed,and cloſe the 


Enter foure boyes antiquely attired with bows and qui- 
vers, dauncing t0 the Cornets,@phantaſtique meaſure, 
Truball' and 

Hanno joZowed by Bytheas and Iugurth , the boyes 
draw the Curtaines diſcovering Sophonisba , t0 
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of Sopbogisba... 
 _ Maf. LoelT unlooſe thy waſte, | 
She that is juſt in loue is Godlike chaſte :'Jo to Hymer. 
Chorus with Cornets, Organ andwoices. lo to Hymen. 


So. A modeſt filence tho't bee rhought 
A virgins beaptie and her _ honour, . 


Though baſhfull fainings nicely wrought, 
Grace her that yertue takes not in, but on her 
VVhat I dare thinke I boldly ſpeake, 
After my word, my well bold aRtion ruſheth, - 
In open flame then pafſion breake, ' _ (bluſketh, 
V Vhere Yertue prompts, thought,word,a@ never 
- Revenging Gods,whoſe Mnokls finds, 
Ct aſh faithlefſe men with a confounding terror, - 
Giue me no mercy if theſe bands | 
I covet not with an unfained fervor, 
V'Vhich zealous vow when ought can force me claim ; 
Load with that plague tlas would groane at, ſhame. 
(lo to Hymen. 
Choras. Toto Hymen. 
Afaru. Live both high parents of ſo happy birth, 
You: ſtems may touch the skies and ſhaddow earth, | 
Moſt great in fame, more great in vertue ſhining, 
Proſper © powers a juſt, a ſtrong divining. 70 to Hymen 
Chorus. Joto Hymen, ONT 
Enter Carthalo his ſword drawen,bts body wonnded, his 


fbield ftrucke full of darts : Maſſiniſla being ready | 


for bed. | 


Car. To bold hearts Fortune,be not you amaz'd, «> 


*..< 
pods 


Carthage, Q Carthage :: be not you amaz'd. — +94 


Ma. Toae made us not to feare,reſolue,ſpeake oneg/t!/1YY 
The highefs miſery of man is doubt + Speake- Car HIDE 


Car. T he ſtooping Sun like to ſome weaker P 


Let his ſhades ſpread to an unnaturall hugenefſe, _ + 
VVhet we the campe:that lay. at Frica, * - 
From Carthage &iſtant but fue caſte leagues, 
Deſcride from of the watch three hundred Caile, 
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Vpon whoſe topr the Ronas Eagles ſtretch'd 


heir large ſpread wings, which fann'd the Erening aire 


To us cold breath, for 5vell we might diſcerne 
Rome (wam to Carthage. 
Aſd. Hanniballour Ancor is come backe,thy [light, 
Thy ftraragem to lead warre unte Rome, 
To quite our ſelyes, hath now taught deſperate Rowe 
T*aſlaile our Carthage : Now the warre is here. 
Mg. He 15 nor bleſt, nor honeſt, that can feare. 
Ha. I but to caſt the worſt of our diſtrefle ——— 
' Ma. To doubt of what hall be, is wretchedneſle : 
Deſire, Feare, and Hope, receive no bond {7 
By whom, vve in our ſclycs are never but beyond, Og. 
Car. Thrallarum beates neceflity of fight ; 
Th'unſober Evening drawes out reeling torces, 
Souldiers, halfe men, who to their colours troope 
With fury, not with yalour : whil our ſhips - 
Vnrigg'd,unus'd, firter for fire then water, . 
We fave in our barr'd Haven from ſurprize. 
=; this our army marcheth toward the ſhore, 
adilcjplin'd young men, moft hold do doc, 
If they knew how, or what, when we deſcry 
A mighty duſtþcar up with horſes hooves, 
Straight Roman Enbgnes glitter : Scipio. 
Aſad. Scipto. | 
Car. Scipio, advanced like the God of blood, 
Leades up grim /arre, that father of foule wounds 
Whoſe linewy feet areſtcept in gore,whole hideous yeice 
Makes turrets tremble, and whole Cities ſhake, 
Before whoſe browes, Flight and Diſorder hurry, 
With whom march Burnings,murder,yvrong,watt,rapes, 
Behind whom a (ad traine is ſeene, Woe, Feares, | 
'Torpures, leane Necd, Famine, and helplefle teares.: 
Now make ye £quall ſtand, in mutuall view 
We judg'd the Romans cighteen thouſand Foote, 
Five chouſand Horſe, we almoſt doubled them 


In 
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In number, not in yertue : 'yct in hear 

Of youth and wine, jolly,and full'of blood, 

We gave the ligne of battaile: ſhouts arerais'd, 

That ſhooke the heavens: Pell mell our Armies joyne, 


Horſe, Targets, Pikes, all againſt each oppo#'d, 


T hey give fierce ſhocke, armies thunder'd as they clos'd: 


Men cover-earth, which ſraighr are covered * | 

With men, and earth : yet doubtful ſtood the fight, 

More faire to Carthage : when loe, as oft we ſee, 

In Mines of gold, when labeuring flayes delve our 

T he richeſt Ote, being in ſudden hope, © * 

| With ſome unlookt-for veine to fill their Buckets, 

| And (end huge treaſure up, a ſudden'Dampe * 

| Stiffes chem all, their hands yet ſtuffd wit old, 
So fell our fortunes ; for Jooke » as we ſtood proud, 

Like hopefull ViRors, thinking to returne' 

With ſpoy!es worth triumph, wrathfull Syphay lands 

With full ten thoufand firong Numidianhorſe, © 

| And joynes to Scipio; then lee, we all were dampt, 

| Wefell in cluſters, and our wearyed troopes 

! Quit all: Slaughterran throught us ſtraight, we flic, 

Romans purſue, but Scipio ſounds retreat, 

As fearing traines and night : we make amaine, 

For Carthage moſt, and Tome for Mite, 

All for our lives : new force, freſh armes with fpeed. 
Ha. You have ſaid trith of all, no more: I bleed. 


O wretched fortune ! Maſe Old Lord fpare thy haires, 


What doſt thou thinke baldnefle will cure thy griefe, 
What decree the Senate $ 277 FF HY9: 14 MEP 


Evter Gelofſo with Coumiſions in his hand, ſeal d 


Gelo. Aske old Gelofſo, who returnes from them, 
Inform'd with fulleſt c| arge, ſtror L/drubatt $4 a 
Great Mafsiwiſſa.Carthage Generall,'" 
$o ſpeakes the Senate : Counſel! for this warre, 


In Hana Mogaui, Bieheas, Carthla 


And 
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The Tragedie 
And us Gelof7; reſts : Imbrace this charge 
You never yet diſhonour'd 4/drubal. " 
High Maffint ſa by your vowes te, Carthage ; 
By th'God of great men, Glory, hight for Carthage, 
Ten thouſand {trong Maſſulians ready troopt * _ -. | 
Expe& t heir King, double that number wayts 
The leading of lou'd 4/drubalt; beat lowd ] 
Our Afticke drummes, and whul'ſt our ore-toyl'd foe 
Snores on his unlac'd cask, all taint, though proud 
Through his ſucceſſefull fight, ſtrike freſh alarmes. 
Gods are nor, if they grace not, bold, juſt armes. 
Maſ. Carthage, thou ſtraighr ſhalt know 
Thy favours have been done unto a King, | 
EET SIS Exit with Aſdruball andthe Page. 
Soph. My Lords, tis moſt unuſuall ſach {ad haps 
Of ſuddaine horror ſhould intrude 'mong beds. 
Of ſoftand private loves ; bur ſtrange events 
Excuſe ſtrange formes. O you that know our blood 
Revenge if I doe feigne: I here proteſt, 
Though my Lord leaye-his wife a very Mayd, 
Even this night, in ſtead of my (oft armes, | 
Claſping his well-ſtrung limbs with gloſſefull eele, 
Whar's ſafe to Carthage, ſhall be ſweet to me. 
I muſt not, nor am I once ignorant 
My choyce of love hath given this ſudden danger 
Toyet ſtrong Carthage : rwas I loſt the fight, 
My choyce vext Syphax, inrag'd Syphax ſtruck, ' 
Armes fate :* yer Sophoni/ba not repents. 
AN we were Gods if that we knew events. 
But let my Lord leave Carthage, quit his vertue, . 
I will not love him ; yet muſt honour him, | | 
As ſtill good ſubjeRts mult bad Princes : Lords, :« . - 
From the moſt i]|-grac'd Hymeneal bed -... 5h . . 
That ever ano frown'd at, Ientreat , , ©. - 
That you'l colle& from our looſe-formed ſpeech 
'Thisfirme reſolve';” that no low appetite ©. 
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of Sophonisþa, 


Of my ſex weakenefle; can, or ſhall oxecomg | 

Due gracefull ſervice unto you, or vertue. 

Witneſle ye Gods, I never untill gow 
Repin'd at my creation : now I wiſh, _ RE; 
I were no woman, that my armes might ſpeake 
My heart to Carthage : bur in yaine my tongue 
Sweares I am woman Rill, Eralke fo.long.” 


Cornets a March. Enter two Pages with Targets and 


Iavelins, two Pages with Torches: Maſlinifla'armed 


Maſ. Ye Carthage Lords : know Maſitniſa kno ves 


Not only termes of honour, but his a&ions ; I 
Nor mult 1 now inlarge how much my cauſe Re” 
Hath danger'd Carthage, but how I may ſhovy | 
My ſelfe molt preſt to feefaRtion, of 
The loarhſome ftaine of Kings ingratitude 
From me O much be farre, and finte this torrent, © 
Warres rage admits no Anchor : ſince the þillow | 
Is riſen. ſo high, we may nor hull, but yield © 
This ample * Ke to ſtroke of ſpeedy ſwords; - 
Whart you with ſober haſt have Fell decreed, _ 
Wee'l put to ſudden armes : no, notthis njghy 
Theſe daynties, theſe firſt fruits of Nuptialls,” 
T hat well mighe give exeuſe for feeble Hingrings, - 
Shall hinder MSmiſ/a. Appetite, , _ © 
Kiſſes, loves, dalliatice, and what ſofter joyes © - 
The Yenu of the pleaſingſt caſe can miniſter, 
I quit you all: Vertne peiforce is Vice; 
Bur he that may; yer holds, is manly wiſe.” _ 
Loe then'ye Lords of Citthage, to your truſt- 
_ Mg wry rtreaſure, Y ta oath 

right g tang to rey: ob 
| Moſt bentie b ford /theatrs to CF 2p | 
Car. We yow by al high Powers, Ma,No do nar.{wear. 
I vas not borne.ſo ſma]l co doubt er feare! 8 * 
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The Trapzdie 

So. Worthy my Loed. Me. Peace my eares are fieele 
I muſt not heare thy much inticing voice. 

So. My Maſrinifs, Sopbanisba ſpeakes 
Worthy thy wife : goc with as hish a hand 
As worth Can reare, I will not ſtay my Lord : 
Fight for our countrey,vent thy youthfull heat 
In field, not beds, the fruite of honour Fame 
Be rather gotten then the off diſgrace 
Of hapletie parents,children,goc beſt man 
And make me proud to be a ſouldiers wife, 
Thar valews his renowne aboue faint pleaſures : 
Thinke every honour chat doth grace thy (werd 
Trebbles my. loue: by thee T hane no luſt 
Bur of thy glory : beſt lights of heaven with thee 
Like wonder ftand, or fall,fo chough thou die, 
My fortunes may be wretched, but not I. 

Maſſ. Wondrous creature,even fit for Gods not meny 
Nature niade All. the reft of thy faire (exe | 
As weake eff, Kieho make thee a patterne— 
_ Of whatcan bein woman ———Long farewell. 

He's ſure undpnqutr'd in whom thou dot dwell, 
Carthage P dl 4 um. See that glorious lampe, 
Whoſe lightfull preſence giveth ſuddaine flghi oy 
Toph ſedtens cepe,and ſlothfu night, 

| 


Spreads day n the world: march [wifx amainey 


Fame got with loſſe of breath is god-like gaine. 
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2 enter : They place 
them- 
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of Sophonisba. 
eberaſelues rd Conts/eH, Gilco the mpoiſater wat- 
ting on then, Hanno, Carthalo, and Bytbegs, ſet- 
ting their bands t0 a writing, which being offered to 
Gelofo, hee denies his hand, and as wiuch offended 
impatiently [tarts up and ſtakes. 


Geloſſo, Hanzo, Bitheas, Carthalo. 


Y hand?my hand?rot f&iſt wither in aged ſhame, 
Will you be (0 unſeaſonably wood ? 


Byr. Hold ſuch prepoſterous zeale, as ſtands agaialt 
T he full decree of Senate ? all thinke fic ? 

Car. Nay moſt incvitable neceſſary 
For Carthage ſafery, and the now (ole good 
Ofpreſent ſtate, that we muſt breake all faith 
With MaſiniJa : whil't be hues abroad, 


Ler's gainc backe Syphax, ma 
iving Sophoni/ba to his bed. 


Byg 


ing him our owne 


Han. Syphax is Maſsiniſſd's greater,and his force 
Shall give more ſide to Carthage : as for's Queene, . 
And her wiſe farher, they love Carthage Fare ; 


Profit, and honeſty, are not one in State. 


Gel. And what decrees our very vertuous Senate 
Of worthy Maſfiniſ/a, that now fights, | 
And (eamng wife and bed) bleeds in good armes 

t ol 


For right © 


arthagy ? | Car. Thus tis thoughe fic :_- 


Her fathet Aſdruba on ſuddain (hall cake in 
Reuoltcd Syphax: ſo with doubled ſtrength, 


Before that MafSini{[a 
Slaughter boch Maſiniſſa, 


2 thall ſuſpe&R | 
f atid his troopes; 


And likewiſe ſtrike with his deep ſtratagem 


A ſudden we ckenelnro TJgw's armes, - 
By drawing ſuch a limbe bo 


ch a limbe from the maine body 
erfull army : which being done, 
inzdome we decree | 
and rear Aſdrubell .  _ 
5 [wift plot ſhall bring | | 
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The Tragedie 


n_ crownes.to her,naake Aſdrubalt a King. 
.. Gel. So firſt faiths breach,murder ,adulteryztheft, 
Car. What elſe? Gel.Nay all is done,no miſchief left, 
Car. Pith proſprous ſucceſle giues blackeſt ations glo- 
The meanes are unremembred in moſt ſtorie, (ric, 
Gel. Ler me not ſay Gods are not. Car, T his is fit, 
Conquelt by blood is not ſo (weer as Wit: 
For howlſoere nice vertue cenſures it, 
He hath the grace of warre that hath warres profir, 
But Carthage well advis'd, that States comes on 
With flow advice, quicke execution, 
Haue heerec an Engineere long bred for plors, 
Call'd an Impoyſner, who knowes this found excuſe, 


The onely dew that makes mcn ſþrout in Courtyis uſe; 
Bee't well or ilt, hjs thriſt « t1 bee mute. 

Such flaues muſt «ft commands, and not diſpute. 
Knowing foule tleeds with danger doe begin, 


But with rewards d;c end : ſine 1s no finne, 


But tn reſpefts ———— 
Gel. Politike'Lord,fpeake low, though heaven beares 


A face far from us,Gods haue moſt long eares z 
Toue has a hundred marble matble hands. 


Car. 'O1, m Poetry, or Tragique ſceane. 
Gel. 7 feare Gods onely know what Poets meane. 
Car. Yet heare mee : I will ſpeake cloſe truch & ceaſe; 


Nothing.in Nature is unſerviceable, 
No, not even 7hutiliticit (elfe, 

Is chen for nought diſhoneſty in being "the 
And if it bee ſometimes of forced ule, 
Wherein mote urgent then in ſaving Nations, 
State ſhapes are ſouldred up with'baſe,nay faultic,” Te 
Yer neceſſary fun&ions ; fome mitſtlie, > chan 
Some muſt derray, ome 1 miirder; and ſome all, * 

Each hath ſtrong uſe, as poyſon in all purges *. * 

Yet when ſome violent chance ſhall force a State, 
To breake e given. faith, or lor! ſoine Janne rs 


Ex Princes 
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of Sophonisba. 


Princes aſcribe thar vile neceſſity 

Vnto heayens wrath ; and ſure, though't be no vice, 

Yer tis bad chance : States muſt not iticke to nice 

For Maſiiniſ/as dearth (ence bids forgive 

Beware t'oftend great men, and let them live, 

For tis of Empires body the maine arme, 

He that wil do no good ſhal do no harm: you haye my mind. 
Gel. Although a ſtagelike paſſton,and weake heat, 

Full of an empty wording might ſute age, 

Know Ile fpeake ſtrongly truth : Lords nere miſtruſty 

T hat he, who'l not betray a private man 

For his Countrey, will nere betray his countrey 

For private men z then give Gelofſd faith : 

It creachery in ſtate be {crviceable, 

Let hangmen doe it : I am bound to loſe 

My life, but not mine honour, for my Cotinerey ; 

Our vowes,oar faith,our oaths,whby th'are onr ſelyes, 

And he that's fatthlefle to his proper (elfe, 

May be excus d if he breake faith with Princes. 

The Gods afliſt juſt hearts, and ftates that traſt; 

Plots, hefore Providence. are toſt hike duſt. 

For MaſSiniſ/a, (o let me ſlacke a litche 

Auſtere diſcourſe, and feele Humanuy) 

Me thinkes I heare him cry , O fight tor Carthage, 

Charge home,wounds ſmart not,tor that (© juſt;ſo great, 

So goed a City : me thinks | fee himyet \ 

Leave his faire Bride, even on his Nuprtiall nighe, 

To buckle on his armes for Carthage : Harke, 

| Yer, yet, I heare him cry — Ingratitude, 

Vileſtaine of man : O eyer þe molt farre 

From: MaſSiniſſa's breſt ; up, march amaine, 

Fame got by lofle of breath, is god-like gaine. 

And ſee, by this he bleeds 1n double fighr, 

And cryes for Caithage, whil't Carthage = Memory 

Forſake Geloſ/o, would I could not thinke, 

Nar heare,ner be, when Carthage is 


L 


Sg 


The Tragedie 


So infinitely vile : ſce ſee looke here. 
Cornets. Enter two Vſhers.Sophonisba, Zanthia,Arca- 
thia,Hanno, Bytheas and Carthalo preſent Sopho- 
nisba with a peper, which ſhe haviog peruſed,after 4 


ort fulexce fpeakes. 
ets 3h (breake it ? 


VWho ſpeakes ? what mute ? faire plot: what ? bluſh to 
How lewd to a& when ſo ſkam'd but to ſpeake it. 
$0. Is this the Senates firme decree > Cap. It is. 
So. Is this the Senates firme decree ? Cer. Itis. 
So. Hath Syphax entertayned the ſtratagem? (thus, 
Car. No doubt he hath,or will. So. My anſwer's 
VVhar's ſafe to Carthage ſhall be ſweer to us, 
Car. Right worthy. Ha. Royalleſt. Ge. O very wo- 
So. But tis not ſafe for Carthage to deſtroy (man ! 
Be moſt unjuſt,cunningly politique, 
Your head's ſtill under Heaven, O truſt to fate, 
Gods Fe more a juft then craftie ſtare. 
T” is leſſe diſgrace to haue @ pitied loſe, 
Then jbamefull viftory. Ge. O very Angell ! 
. 80. V'Veall haue (worne good Maſ5mi//2 faith, 
Speech makes us mengand thet's no other bond 
T wixe man and man,but words : O cquall gods, 
Make us once know the conſequence of vowes—— 
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Ge. And we ſhall hate faith-bicakers worſe then man- 
| 80. Ha! good Gelaſſo is thy breath not here ? (carers. 
Ge. Youdoe me wrong as long as I can dic, 
Doubt you that old Gelsſ/0 can be vile ? 
States may afflit,tax,torture,but our minds 
Are only (worne to 7oue : I gricuc and yet am proud 
Thatl aloge am hoaeit : high powers yee know, 
Vertue is ſeldome ſcene with troepes to goe. 
So. Excellent man, Carthage and Rome ſhall fall 
Before thy fame : our Lords know I the work ? 
Car. The gods forcſaw, 'tis fate we thus are forc'd, * 
50. Gods neught foreſee, but ſee, for t0 their eyes 
C4 


of $ opbontsb4 6 
Naugt is to come,or paſt, Not are you vile; 
Becauſe the Gods foreſee : for Gods not We, 
See a4 things are things, areuot, as we fee. 
Bur fince affeted wiſedome in us Women, + 
Is cur (exe higheſt folly : I am filenc, 
I cannot ſpe-ke lefſe well,unletle I were 
More void of goodneſſe : Lords of Carthage, thus 
The ayre and earth of - Carthage owes my body, 
It is their ſervant ; what decree they of ir ? 

Car. T hat you remoue to Cirta, to the Palace 
(ft wcll form d Syphax, who with longing eyes 
Meets you : he that giues way to Fateis wile. 

So. I goe : what power can make me wretched? what 
Is there 1n life to him, that knowes life's lofle (evill 
To be no evill : ſhew,ſhew thy uglieſt brow, 

O molt blacke chaunce :- make me a wretched ſtory, 
Without misfortune Vertue hath no glory : 

Oppoſed trees makes tempeſts ſhew their power, 

And waues forc'd back by rocks mukes Neptune tower>-« 

Tearelefſe O ſee a miracle of life, 

A maide,a widdow,yet a hapleſle wifes 

Cornets. Sophonisba accompanied with the Senators 

depart, onely Geloflo fteyes. 

Ge. A prodigie | let nature run croſle legd. 
Ops goe upon hts headzler Neptune burne, 
Cold Saturne cracke with heate, for noyy the world 
Hath ſeene a }oman : 
Leape nimble lightning from Zoxes ample ſhield, 
And make at length an end, the proud hor breath 
Of thee contemning Greatnefe, the huge droughe 
Of (ole (clfe loving vaſt ambition. 
Th'unnacuralt feorching heare of all thoſe lamps, 
Thou reard'& to yeeld a temperate fruirfull heare, 
Relcntlefle rage,whofe heart hath no one drop 
Of —_— all all loudly cry, 
Thy brand © zove for knovy the works is dry; 
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The Tragedie 


Olet A genere/l end ſauc Carthage fame, 

VVhen worlds doc burne unſcen's a Cities flame. 
Phoebus in me is great : Carthage muſt fall, 
loue hates al! vice,but vowes breach worſt of aff. Exiz. | 


SCENA SECYNDA, 


Cornets ſcund a charge : Enter Maſlinifſa in bis gorget 
and ſhirt, fpield, [word , bis arme transfixt with 6 
dart, Fugurth foffowes with his cures aud cache. 


Maſe. Mount us againe,giue us another horſe. If 
lug. Vncle your blood flowes faſt,pray ye withdraw. 
Maſe. O IugurthT cannot bleed too faſt,too mu:h 
For that ſo greatz(o juſt,ſo royall Carthage, 
My wound {marts not, bloods lofſe makes me not faint, 
For that lou'd Citie, O Nephew let me tell thee, 
How good that Carthage is : it nouriſh'd me, 
And when full time gaue me far ({trength for loue, 
The moft adored creature of the citic, | | 
To us befqre great Syphax did they yceld, 
Faire,noble,medeft,and 'boue all,my, 
My Sophonishs, O 1ugurth my ſtrength doubles, G 
I kzow not how to turne a coward, drop 
In feeble baſenefſe,] cannot: giue me horſe, 
Know lI am Earthage very creature,and I am grac'd, 
T hat I may bleed for them : giue me freſh horſe. 
Ing He that doth publike good for nwltitude, 
Finds few are truely teanolull 
Maf. O 1ueurth,tie you muſt not (ay ſo,Jugurth, - 
Some common weales may let a noble heart, 
Eyen bleed to death, abroadzand not bemoan'd, 
Neither reveng'd at bome,but Carthage,fie 
It cannot be ungrategfarhlefle through feare, - 
It cannot Jugurth : Sophonisba's there, Jp 
Beate a freſh charge. 15h (follower bim. 
Enter ASdruball bis ſword drawne reading 4 letter , — 
| A 
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of Sophonisba. 
A/d.Sound the retraitezreſpeR your health braue prince, 
The waſte of blood throw's palcneſle on your face. 
Ma. By light,my heart's not pale: O my loy'd father, 
VVe bleed for Carthage,Balſum ro my wounds, 
VVe bleed for Carthage ; ſhalt reſtore the aght ? * 
My ſquadron of Maflulians yer ſtands firme. 
Aſ4d.The day lookes off from Carthage ceaſe alarmes, 
A modeſt temperance is the life of armes. 
Take our beſt Surgeon Gi/co,he is ſent 
From Carthage to attend your chaunce of warre. 
Gif. Ve promiſe ſudden eaſe. Mz. Thy eofort's good, 
Aſd. T hat nothing can ſecure us but thy blood ? 
Infuſe it in his wound, t'will worke amaine, (gaine, 
Giſ. O Ioue. Aſd. VVhart Ioue ? thy God mult be thy 
And as for me, Apollo pythean 
Thou knowl, a ſtatiſt muſt not be a man. Exit Aſarg. 
Enter Geloflo di/zuiſed like an old ſonldier , delivering 
to Maſltniſla (as he preparing to be dreſſed by Giſco) 
a letter, which Maſlinifſa reading ſtarts and ſpeakes 
to Gilco, | 
Ma. Forbeare,how art thou cald? Gi,Gi/co my Lord. 
Ma,V myGiſco,haztouch not mine arme,molt only mars 


to Gelaſſo. 
Sirra,farrazatt pou >? Gi. notpoore. Ma. Nephew com- 
aſlinifſa begins to drane. (mand. 


Our troopes of horſe make indiſgracd retraite, 

Trot eafic off; not poore : /nigurth giue charge, 

My ſouldiers ſtand in ſquare batralia, Zxit Iugurth. 
Intircly of themſclues : Gi/coth'arr old, 

Tis time to lteaue off murder, thy faint breath, 

Scarce heaues thy ribs,thy gummy blood-ſhut eyes, 

Are ſunke a great way in theegthy lanke skinne, 

Slides from thy fleſhlefle veines: be good to men, 


« WY ludge him yee gods, I had not life to kill 


So baſe a Creature,hold Giſco ( ) liue, 
The God-lke part of Kings is to forgiue. 
| | L 3 Gif. 


| 
| 
| 
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' The Tragedis 


Gif. Command aſtoniſht G»/co. Maſe No returne, 


- Haſt unto Carthage, quic thy abjcR tearcs, 


Maſfini//aknowes no uſe of murderers. & : 
Epnter Lugurth ama3'd,bis ſword drawne. 

Speake, ſpeake, ler rerrour ſtrike {laves mute, 

Much danger makes great hearts moſt reſolute, 

Ig. Vacle, I feare foule armes, my l(elfe beheld 
Syphax on high ſpeed run his well breach'd horſe, 
Dire& to Cirta, that moſt beaurttous cit 
Of all his kingdome : wh.Þ his troops of Horſe 
With careclefle trot paſe gently toward our Campe, 

As friends to Carthage, itand on Guard deare \ ncie ; 
For A/Urubaf, with yer his well-ranke army, 

Bends a deep threatning brow to vs, as if 

He wayted but xo joync with Syphax Horſe, 

And hew us all to pieces; O my Kang, 

My Vocle, father, Captaine, 0 over All, 

Stand like thy ſelfe, or hike thy (ctfe now tall; 

Thy troopes yet hold good ground : unwo:thy wounds 
Berray not Maſiniſſa. Ma. Iuguith pluck, 

Pluck, ſo, good cuz. Ju. O god, doe you not feele ? 

Maſ. Not Jugurth no, now all my fl.th 15 {tcele, 

Gel. Of baſe diſguiſe ; High lights {corae not to view 
A true old man: up MaſSiniſ/a, throw 
The loc of battel upon Syphax treopes, 

Before he joyne with Carthage : thcn amaine 
Make through to Scipto, he yields ſafe abodes, 
Spare treachery, and ſtrike the very Gods. 

Maſ. Why waſt thou borne at Carthage, O my fare, 
Divineſt Sophonrſba ! 1 am full 
Of much complaint, and many paſtions, 

The leaſt of which expre(s'd, would ſad the Gods, 
And firike compaſſion into ruthlefle hell ; 

Vp unmaim'd heart, ſpend all thy griefe and rage 
Vpon thy foe : the field's a Souldiers Stage, 

On which his ation ſhowes : If you are juſt,” «. 


And 


of” Sophonisba. 
And hate thoſe that contemne you, O you Gods . 
Revenge worthy your anger, your anger, Q,. 

Downe man, up heart, ſtoop 7ove, and bend thy chin 
To thy large breſt, give ſigne th'art pleas'd, and juſt 
Sweare, good mens forcheads muſt not print the duſt. 


K xeunt. 


Exter Aſdruball, Hanno, Bytheas, 


4/. What Carthage hath decreed, Hanno, is done, 
Advanc'd and borne was 4/drubaft for ftate, 
Onely with it, his faith, his love, his hate, 
Are of one piece : were it my daughters life 
T hat fate hath ſung to Carthage ſafety brings, 
What dced ſo red, but hath bin done by Kings ? 
Ephygenia, he that's a man for men, 
Ambitious as a God, muſt like a God 
| Live free from paſhons, his full aym'd at end 
Immenle to others, ſole ſelfe to compxchend 
Round in's owne globe, not to be claſp'd, but holds 
Within him all, his heart being of more folds, 


Then ſhield of Telamon, nor to be pierc'd,though ſtruck, 


The God of wiſe men is themſclves, not lucke. 


Enter Gi/co. 


See him by whom now Maſsnifſ/a is not. 
Giſco,is't done? Gif. Your pardon,worthy Lord, 
It is not done, my heart (unk in my breſt, 
His vertue mazd me, faintneſſe (eizd me all, 
Some God's in Kings, that will not let them fa/. 
Aſ, His vertue mazd thee, (umh) why now I (ee, 
T hart that juſt man that hath true touch of blood, 
Of pitty, and ſoft piety : Forgive ? 
Yes honour thee, we did it bur to 
What ſenſe thou hadft of blood : goe Bytheas, 
T ake him into our private Treaſury , 
An4 cut his throar, the ſlave hath all berrayd. | 
By. Are you afſur'd ? 4f, Afeard for this I know, 
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Who thinketh to buy villany with gold, 
Shak ever finde ſuch faith [0 bought, ſo ſold. 
Reward him throughly. 

A ſhout, the Cornets giving a flouriſh. 

Han. What meanes this ſhout ? 

A/d. Hanno tis done : Syphax revolt by this 
Hath ſecurd Carthage : and now his force come ing 
And joyn'd with us,oive Maſffmiſ/a charge, 

And afſured flaughter :O ye powers forguue, 


Through roxtenit dung beſt plants both ſprour aad liue, 


By blood vines grow. Han. Burt yet thinke A/drube/l, 
T is fit at leaſt you beare griefes outward thow, 
Ttis your kinſman bleeds : what need men knew 
Your hand 15 in his wounds ; tis well in ſtate, 
To doe cloſe ill, but voyd 8 publike hate. 
4/d. Tuſh Hannoet me proſper, let rowts prate, 
My power ſhall force their filence,or my hate. 
I ſcotne their idle malice : men of weight 
Know,he that feares enviezlet him 4a to raigne, 
The peoples hate to ſome hath been their gaine. 
For howſocre a Monarch faines his parts, 
Steale any thing from Kings but ſubjects hearts. 
Enter Carthalo leading m bowndGeloſlo. (firme 
Car. Guard,guard the campe,make to the trench, ſtand 
Aſa. The Gods of boldnes with us;how runs chance? 
Ca. I hink,think how wretched thou canit be,thou art, 
Short words ſhall ſpeak long woes, Ge. Mark 4/ ubal. 
Cer. Our bloody plot to MaſSin/az earc 


Vatimely by this Lord was all betrayd. 


Gel. By me it was, by me vile 4/druball, : 
T joy to ſpeak't. 4ſ. Downe {]aue. Gel. I cannor fall. 
_ - Car. Our traines diſclos'd; ſtrait to his wel uſde armes 
He tooke himlelfe, roſe up with all his force, 
On Syphax carelefle troupes, (Fphax being hurried 
Beforeto Cixrtagztearelefle of ſuccclic, i 
Impatient Sophony/ba to injoy. ) 
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Gelofſo rides to head of all our Squadrons, 
Commands make ftand in thy name 4/druball, 
In minezin his, in all : they all obey, 
Whilſt Moſiini/anow with more then fury, 
Chargeth the looſe and much amazed rankes 
Of abſent Syphax, who with broken ſhout, 
(In vaine expeQiing Carthage ſecondings) 
Giue fainr repulſe ; a brand charge is given : 
Then looke as yyhen a Faulcon towres aloft, 
VVhole ſhoales of foule,and flockes of lefler birds 
Crouch fearefully, and diuc,ſome among ſedge; 
Some creepe in brakes : ſo Maſfini//as (word, 
Brandiſht aloft, roſt *bour his ſhining caske, (ſtrikes, 
Made ftoop whole ſquadrons,quick as thought he 
Here hurles he darts, and there his rage-ftrong arme 
Fights foot to foot : here cries he ſtrike : they finke; 
And then grim {laughter followes, for by this, 
As men betrayd, they curſe us,dye,or flie,or bothz, 
Six thouſand fell at once : Now was I come, 
And ſtraight perceiu'd all bled by his vile plot. 

Gel. Vile ? good plot, my good plot 4/drubal. 

Ger. I forc'd our armie beat a ranning march ; 
But Maſpiniſſaſtrucke his ſpurres apace 
Vpon his ſpecdie horſe, leaues ſlaughtering, 
All flie to Scipio, who with open rankes 
In view receiues them : all T could effeR 
Was but togaine him. 4/7 Die. Ge.. Do what thou can, 
Thou canſt but kill a weake old honeſt man. 

 Geloſſy departs guarded, 
Car. Scipto and MaſSinifa by thus, ſtrike 
heir claſped palmes, then vow an endleſle loue , 
traight a joynt ſhout they raiſe,then turne they breaſts 

Direct on us, march ſtrongly toward our campe, 
As if they dar'd us fight. O 4/druball, 
I fcare they"l force our campe. A/d. Breake up and flie,”, © 


This was your plag. Ha. But 'twas thy thame to chule it. 
Car. HE 
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Car. He that forbids nor offence he does it. 

Afd. The curſe of womens words goe with you : flie, 
You are no villaines; Gods and men,which way ? 
Adviſe vile things. Ha. Vile ? 4/1. | 

Ca. Not? By. Youdid all. 

Aſ. Did you not plot ? Car. Yeelded not .45drubal ? 

Aſ. Bur you intic'd me. Ha, How ? 

Aſd. With hope of place. 

Car.He that for wealth leaues faith,is abject. Hga.Baſc. 

fd. Doe not provoke my ſword, I liue. 

Car. Nore ſhame, 

T'outline thy vertue and thy once great name. 

Aſd. Vpbraid ye me? Ha. Hold, 

Car. Know that onely thou 
Art treacherous : thou ſhouldſt haue had a crowne. 

Ha. Thou'didft all, all he for whom miſchiefes done, 
He does it. A/d. Brooke open ſcornc,faint powers 
Make good the campegno, flie z yes, what ? wild rage, 
To be a proſperous villaine,yet ſome heat,ſome hold, 
Bur to burne Temples, and yet freeze, 1) cold : 

Gine me ſome health ; now your blood finkes: thus deeds 
IH nourtſht rot without loue nought ſucceeds. Exeunte. 


Organ mixt with Recorders for this A, 


ACTys [TII. SCENA T. 


Syphax with his dagger twound about her haire, drags in 
Sophonisba tn ber nightgowne and peticore,and Zan- 
thia ezd V angue following. 


9M V4 we intreat ? ſue to ſuch {queamiih earcs, 
Know Syphax has no knees,}1is cies no teares; 
Inraged loue is ſenſelefle of remorce. 

T hou ſhalt,thou mutt. Kings glory is their force. 

Thou art in Cirta, in my Pallace Foole, 

, Doft thinke he pitcicth reares,that knowes to rule, 


For 


Eg 
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of Sophonisba. 
For all thy ſcornefullcyes,thy proud diſdaine, 
And late contempt of vs, now weele revenge, 
Breake ſtubborne filence : Looke)Ile tack thy head 
To the low earth, whilſt rength of ewo blacke knaves, 
Thy limbs all wide ſhall iraine:; prayer firteth flaues, 
Our courtſhip be our force : reſt calme as fleepe, 
Elſe at this quake,harke,harke,ywe cannot weepe, 
$9. Can Sophonisba be inforc'd ? Sy. Can? ſee. 
$0. Tnou mayſt mforce my body,but nor me. 
Sy. Not? So, Nu. Sy. No? 
So. Nogoft with thy loathed armes, 
Thar lye more heauy on me then the chaines, 
That weare deepe wrinckles in the capriues limbes, 
I doe beſcech thee. Sy. Whar ? So. Be bur a beaſt, 
Be but a beaſt. $y, Doe not offend a power 
Can make thee more then wretched : yeeld to him 
To whom fate yeelds: Know Maſiini{g's dead, 
$0. Dead? Sy. Dead. So. Io Gods and good mens 
Sy. Help Yangue, my ſtrong bloud boyles. (ſhame? 
So. Q yet ſaue thine owne fame. 
Sy. All appetite is deafe, I will, I muſt. 
Achilles armour could not beare out Juſt, 
So. Hold thy trong arme and heare me; Syphax know- 
I am thy ſervant now : I needs mult loue thee, 
For (O my ſex forgiue) I muſt confefle, 
We not ae proteſting feebleneſle, 
Intreats, faint bluſbings,timorous modeſtic ; 
We thinke our lover is but iirtle man, 
Who1s fo full of woman: Know fayre Prince, 
Loues ſtrongeſt arme's not rude : for we ftill-proue, 
Without ſowe fury there's no ardent loue,  - 
Wee loue our loues impatience of delay, 
Our noble ſex was onely borne t'obay, 
To him that dares command. Sy. Why this is well, 
Thexcuſe is good : wipe thy faire eyes our Queene, 
Make proud thy head ; now fecle moxe friendly ftren 


ath 
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Of thy Lords arme: come touch my rougher skin 
With thy ſoft lip, Zanthia dreſſe our bed, 
Forget old loves, and clip him that through blood, 
And hell, acquires his wiſh, thinke not but kiſſe, 
The flouriſh fore loves flight, and Yenus bliſſe. 

So. Great dreadfull Lord, by thy affe&ion, 


Grant me one boone, know I havemade a yow. 


Sy. Vew? what vow?lpeak. $0,Nay,if you take offence; 


Let my ſoule ſuffer firſt, and yet — 
Not Sophonisba, hold, thy vow is free, 
As come thy lips. $0. Alas crofle miſery ! 
As I doe with to live, I long t'enjoy 
Your warme imbrace, but O my yow, tis thus, 
If eyer my Lord dy'd, I vow'd to him, 
A moſt, moſt private Sacrifice, before 
I touch'd a ſecond Sponſe: all I implore, 
Is but this liberty. Sy. This ? goe obtaine * 
What time ? 80,Oac houre. Sy.Sweet, good ſpeed,ſpeed, 
Yer Syphax truft no more then thou mayſt view. (adicu. 
Fangue ſhall ſtay. Sa. He ſtayes. 
Enter a Page delivering 4 letter to Sophonisba, which ſhe 
privately reades, 
Sy. Zanthtia, Zanthia, 
\ Thou arr not foule, go to, {ome Lords are oft 
So much in love with their knowne Ladies bodies, 
That they oft love their vailes, hold, hold, thou'lt find, 
To faithtull care Kings bounty hathno ſhore, 
Za. You may do much. Sy. But let my gold do more. 
Za, T am your creature. Sy. Be, get, tis no ſtaine, 
Thegod of ſervice is however gaine, Exit: 
'.$0. Zanthia,where are we gow?ſpeak worth my ſervice, 
Ha we done well? 24. Nay,in height of beſt. 
I fear'd a ſuperſtitious vertue would ſpoyle all, 
But now I nd you, above women, rare. 
Shee that can time her goodnefle hath true care 


Of her beſt good, Nature at home beginnes, 


$y. Offence ? 


She 


of Sophonisba. 


She who's integrity her ſelfe hurts ſignes, 
For Maſsintſſs, he was good, and ſo, 
Bur he is dead, or worſe, diftreſt, or more 
Thendead, or much diſtreſſed, O (ad, poore, 
Who ever beld (uch friends : no, let him goe ; 
Such faith is prais'd, then laugh'd at; for {till know, 
Thoſe are tie living women, that reduce 
All that they rouch, unco their caſe and uſe. 
Knowing that wedlock, vertue, or good names, 
Are courles and yaricties of reaſon, 
To ule, or leaue, as they advantage them, 
And abſolute within themſelves repos'd, 
Oaly to Greatnefle ope, to allelfe clos'd. 
Weak ſanguine fooles are to their own good nice: 
} Before I held you vertuous, but now wile. 

$9- Zanthia, victorious MaſSiniſſa lives. 
My Maſfiniſſalives. O teddy Powers, 
Keep him as ſafe, as heaven keepes the earth. 
Which looks upon it with a thouſand eyes ; 
That honeſt valiagt man, and Zanthia, 
Doe but record the juſtice of hus loye, 
And my for ever yowes, for ever vowes. 

2a. I true Madam : nay thinke of his great mind, 
His moſt iuſt heart, his all of excellence, 
And ſuch a yertue, as the Gods mightenvy, 
Againſt this Syphax, is but and you know 
Fame loſt,whar can be gotzthat's good for— S9.Hence, 
Take nay with one hand. Za. My ſervice. $0. Prepare 
Our ſacrifice. 28. But yield you, 1, orno? (know. 
$9. Whe thou doſt know. Za. What the? $0.T he thou wilr 
Let himythat would haue counſel,'voyd th'adyice ex. Za. 
Of friends, made his with waighty benchts, 
Vhoſe much dependance enely ſtrives to fit 
| Humour nat reaſon, and ſo till deviſe 
In any thought to make their friend (ceeme wile : 


But above all, O feare a ſprvants tongue, 


| Like 
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Like ſuch as one]y for their gaine to (erue, 
Within the vaſte cap3city of place : 
I know no vilenctie ſo moſt truely baſe. 
Their Lords,their gaine : and he that moſt will giue, 
With him (they will not dye: but) they will liue. 
Trayrtors and theſe are one : ſuch ſlaues once truſt, 
Whet {words to make thine owne blood lick the duſt. 
Cornets and Organs playing full muſicke. Enters the /q- 
lemnity of a /acrtfice , which being entered, whiljt 
the attendance furniſh the Altar Sophonisba Song * 
which dane jhe /þeakes. 
Withdraw,withdcaw, :[| but Zanthia and Yargue depart, 
I not invoke thy arme thou God of ſound 
Ner thine,nor thine,although in all abound 
High powers immenſe : But /ovia# Mercury, 
And thou O vrighte(t female of the $ky, 
Thrice modeit 2)#be, you that joyntly fit 
A worthy chaſtity, and a moſt chaſte wir 
To you corruptlefle Hunny, and pure dew 
Vpbreathes our holy fire, words jult and few, 
. Odaine to heare, if in poore wretches crycs 
You glory not :1f drops of withered eyes 
Be not your ſport,be juſt : all that I craue - 
Is but chaſte Afc,or an untainted graue. 
I can no more : yet hath my conſtant rongue 
Let fall no weakeneſſe, tho' my heart were wrung 
With pangs worth hell: whilſt great choughes top our 
Sorrow unſeene,unpitied inward weares _ (reares 
You fee now where I reſt,come is my end. - 
Cannot heaven,vereue, 'gainſt weake chance defend ? 
V Vhen weaknefle hart out-borne what wealknefle can, 
Whit ſhould I ſay tis Jones, not finne of mans 
Some ſtratagem now ler wits God be ſheweny 
Celeſtiall powers by miracles are knovwne., 
I hau'r tis done. Zanthia prepare our bed ” 
VY angue.Y a. Your ſervant-S0.V agus we haie aire 
; | | ue 


. 
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Due rites unto the dead, 
Sophonisba preſents @ carouſe to V angue &f i & 

Naw to thy Lord great Syphax healtafull cups ; which 

The King is right much welcome. (done, 
Pa. VVere i as dcepe as thought,oft it ſhould thus— 
So. My ſafetie with that draught. . hediinkes, 
Ya. Cloſe the vaults mouth leaſt we doe ſlip in drinke. 
$0. To what uſe gentle Negro ſcrucs'this caue, 

V'Vhoſe mouth thus opens ſo familiarly, 

Even in the Kings bed-chamber ? Fg. O my Qneene 

T his yaule eons darkenefle,and much length 

Stretcheth beneath the carth iato a groue, 

One league from Cirts (I am very fee ) 

Through this when Cizts hath beene / begirt, 

V'Vith hoſtile ficge the King hath ſafely ſcaped 

Toto. $0.. The wine 1s ſtrong. Ya. ſtrong ? $0.Zenthia. 

Zs. V'Vhat meanes my Princefle?$0.Zanthia reſt firme 
And filent,helpe us ; Nay doe nor dare refule. 

Z8.T he Negrgs dezd. Se.No drunk. Za.Alas. So.Too 
Her hand is fearefull whoſe mind's deſperate. - (late, 
Itis but fleepic Opiume he hath drunke, 

Helpe Zanthis. 

T bey lay Vangue in Syphax bed anddraw the curteines. 
T here lie Syphax Bride,a naked man is (ooh undreft ; 
T here bide diſhonoured paſſhon, 

T bey kavck withia, forthwith Syphax comes. 

Sy. VVay for the King. So. Straight for the King: I fly 
where miſery ſhall ſee nought bur it (elfe. 

Deare Zanthis cloſe the yault when I am ſunke, 
And vvhilft he ſlips to bed eſcape,be true, 

I can no more,come to me - Harke gods,my breath 
Scornes2@ craul lifeggrant but a vvell famde death. 


3:4 ſbe deſcends. 
- Ever Syphax zeady jor bed, 


Sy. Back man vweiehdrawgketnor a creature ſtay, 
VVithin large diſtance. 24. Six *Sy. Hence 2 athia, & 
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Not thou ſhalt heare,all ttand without eare-reach 

Of the ſoft cryes nice ſhrinking brides do yecld,(by ſteps, 

When--Z4.-But Sir--Sy. Hence-, ſtay, take thy delight 

Thigke of thy joyes, and make long thy pleaſures, 

O ſilence thou doſt ſwallow pleaſure right, 

Words take away ſome ſenſe from our delight ; 

Muſicke : be proud my Yenzs,Mercury thy tongue, 

Cupid chy flame, *boue all O Hercules, 

Let not thy backe be wanting : for nowl leape 

 Tocatch the fruite,none but the Gods ſhould reape, 

Offering t 0 leape imto bed, he diſcovers V angue. 

Hah ! can any woman turne to ſuch a Devill > (flauc, 

Or : or : Yangue, Yangue——# an. Tes,ycs. Sy. Speake 

How cam'ſt thou here? Fan. Here ? Sy. Zanthia,Zarnthia, 

Wher's Sophonicha ? ſ(peake at full ? at full, - 

Giue me particular faith,or know thou art not 
Za. Your pardon juſt moy'd Prince and private care. 
Sy. IlLaftions haue ſome grace,that they can feare. 
Ya. How came I laidewhich way was I made drugke? 

Where am 1 ? thinke I,or is my ſtare advanc'd ? 

O 7oue how pleaſant is it but toſlee 

In a Kings bed ! Sy Sleepe there thy laſting ſleepe 

Improvidenc,baſe,o're-thirſty flaue. Sy kils Va. 

Dye pleaſ'd,a Kings couch is thy coo proud grave. 

Through chis yaulc ſay*ſ thou?Zg.As you giue ms grace 

To liueztis true. Sy. We will be good to Zanthia ; 

Goe Cheare thy Lady,and be private to us. 


She deſcends after Sophonisba, 


Za. As to my life. Sy, Vle uſe this Zanthis, 
And truſt her as our dogs drinke dangerous Nils, 
Oaly for thirft,the Flie,the Crocodile * _ 

Wiſe Sopbonicha knovves loues tricks of art, & 
'VVithout much khindranceypleaſure hath no heart 3 


Deſpight'all verrue or weake plots I muſt, 
Seven 


of Sophorticht: 
Sar walled BabeN catinot Beit ork 
Bee Colds (Rr dugh OE cit 


Cornets ſound dy HRS. - Fn ttt E-Sins whe 
complements of Rvinan * Grabs befveriRnf Af rhe 
other yen an apt ads. PM; 


Hec Lb 2g Fe K's tr aife'frft Taj me breath. 
The Earth was made fur men, not men for Batths 
Scipy, 1'd6e not thanke the Gods for life, 

Much lefle vile rien; or earth : know belt of Loidsp 

Fr is £6188y tie, breach well fom'd;. 

Pot WHIT: /e fees theſe this, Men bernot” fo66Y'E 

With pitty t6 place; traditions feate': 

A <Juf wans coudniecy love males ethny wheres 

8 Well urgeth' Mf-friviffa, but i leave 

As C ingrate; {o fAithFcil: fo more vile 

Then vill (peth can name feare nor, (uchivice 

Foftou: 1s hEeivens {4 itefull (ſknifice. 

Thus $f confetle fri? they have broke'a faith 

To the moſt Wy {0 juſt'ro be obferv' 'd; 

Tha barb.rouſ! Y, it (clfe rif5y well bluff atelier; 

b4g oh is thy paltion' Phiey ave thar'd thy Crowne; 

Won ofvich EARL thy &kirths 

i th on Fgiverl thy Ns Hes ſpouſe 

beg thy ad _ Riff, ut: Serta ory 


And laſt, thy friend Geb76 (tian Wer 
WithcordrHavs' they ren to death, Bo '$ Engr 


For tHEE {8 eG — or TIX 
L gficl mo pts 
oo EE prey ark Hg 


Gricycs riot filet re; c, priye 


Otbl6oT: "fry Heder - = Fr odragogem 


TS 


—_ 


The Tragedte 
Tobe a ſhorttime Man. S$ct.. Stay Prince. Ma, Icedſe; 
Forgiue if I forget thy preſence : Scipto | 
Thy face makes Maſfiniſ more then man, 
And here before your ſtedily power a vow, 
As firme as fate I make :' when I defiſlt 
To be commanded by. thy vertue, (Scipio) ,.... .. .;.;; 
Or fall from friend of 'Romes,revenging Gods © , 
AfﬀMfi& me worth your torture: I haue gol VE 
Of paſſion and of faich my heart. ci, L'o.counſell then, 
» CGrieſe fits weake bearts,revenging vertue men, 
Thus I thinke fit, before that Syphax know, | 
How deepely Carthage finkes lets beat ſwift march 
Vpeven to Cirts,and whilſt Syphax (nores  _ © 
With his,Iate thine. M4. V Vith mine? no Scipto, - 
Libian hath poyſon,aſpes,kniues,and too much earth |. 
To make one grauc,with mine ? not,the can dye, 
Scipio with mine ? Joue (ay it thoudoſt lye, 
Sci, Temperance be Scipios honour, Le, Ceaſe your 
$he'is a woman. 1g. But ſhe is my wife,  -— rife 
Le. And yet ſhe is no God. Ma. And yet ſhe's, . 
I dec not praiſe Gods goodnefle but'adore' ' (more, 
Gods cannot fall,and for their conſtant goodnefle 
(VVhich is neceffited) they haue a crowne,  * + 
Of neyer ending pleaſures : but faint man ©" | 
Fram'd 'to haue his weaknefſe made the heavens glory) I £9 


- - 


If he with Reddy yertue holds all fege, | 
That powtr,that ſpeech,that pleaſure,thar full [weets, So. 


A world of greatneſſe can afſaile him with, j 

Having no pay bur ſelfe wept miſery, ''' +, 1G 
And beggars treaſure heape;that man Ile prayſe '_ - Wh 
Aboue the Gods. Sc.: The Zybian ſpeakes bold ſenſe,' © }N pe, 


Ma. By that by which all is, Proporrion, (admiration 
I ſpeake with thought. Sci. No more. Hs. Forty _l 5 
You outs a hong « mh my ſenſe was Juicky $9 
'Can you but thipke?dp,dozity pritfe ! my grieft- '' ©. 
would makea Saint blaſpheme : pc ſeventies. 


| 


Y .y -» 


I * P M7 
: * ”, 
. 


of Sophonis ba. 
As thou art Scipio forgiue that I forger, 
I ama ſouldier; ſuch woes /oues tidy would - wh L 
Few ſpeake lefſe il] that fecle ſo-much of worlt. . 
My eare atrends. Sct. Before then Syphax joyne, 
With new ftrength'd Carthage,or can once ends 
His tangled ſenie from out ſo vilde amaze, 
Fall wee like ſuddaine lightning fore his eyes 5 
Boldnefſe and (peed are all of yifories: '* © © 
Ma. Scipio,let Maſrintſsclip thyineesz 
May once theſe eyes view Syphax ? thall this arme * 
On make him feele his finne?” Oyce'Gods/ fc 

cauſe, miy cauſe-? Tuftice is ſo huge ods,” © 

T at he wh with ic feares,heaven mult renounce - 
In his creation. &c?. Beate then a'cloſe quicke —_; 
Before:the morne ſhall ſhake.cold dews through Skies, 
Syphax ſhall tremble ar Romes thicke alarmes,' '-*- * 
; Mg. Yee powers T challenge conqueſtto juſt armey 


With a full fourifo of Corners they depart. 


AcTys, 111. Sena, L. 


Orgias,Yiols cod poices play for this 4: 


Enter Sophonisba, cod Z Gi Goes out of «Lauer mouth. 
{( caue 
Io. SAVES are We Zanthia? Za. Fangue (aid - 
Op'ned in Belos forreft. $9. Lord how (weet 
] fone the ayte? he huge long yaults «loſe yainey'' | © K 
What dumps ie breath'd ?'In Belos lecreſt ſayft; 2 = 
Be valiant ZeatHia ; how far's Ftitg * AE B: 
From theſe moſt heavie ſhades? Zan. Ten exſie Jeagues. L — 
| 


86 Theres Maſtiniſſa, my rue Zenthia, 
Shals venture nobly/to eſcape,and touch & 
My Lords juſt armes: Loues ena 
The body pg agour toes h 


Oree 


The Tragatie | 
Over the render and one 


a ;PUACe, 
k $0, Doc not bucray me Zanehia..Za.. es . $0. Nw 
not miſtruſt.theg,yezgbuts —— 
Delay your:time. So. 1.Zanthia delay OTE 
By which we.mmay yechopgyet.hapegalas 
How all benumd's.my ſeaſc, Chaunce hath fo ofien 
I {carcecan-feele: 1.lhould now cure the Gods {fiuck 
Calloathefuries: fampe. ſhe quien parthe 
Cleancany Greech'd checks pundg[pcake from.all. 
Buc loud and full af [ana 5a 1 OA ({nſe, 
INomaogW hatſhall weecatc? Za. Tie ſearch 
For ſomeripe.nues which 4utumm hath ſhookedowne 
From the ualeay'd Haſcllthen ſome cooler ayre 
Shall lead me to a ſpring : Or 1 will cry 
- The courteous pate of {ome poore forroltres 
For milke; So. Do Zenthia,() happinelle, Exit Zaxrhia. 
Of choſethacknow. nor pride erluſt.of Citic, 
Ther's no man blefſ”d but thoſe that moſt men pirty. 
Ore maids,that are nat forc'd, 
Hopi _ nor are for ſtate divorc'd ! 
i domes doth.nat 2 
oli, co-loue or __”. 
You feele-no.loug,yrhichyou dare notzo fraew, 
Not thew a love which-doth got ip er ; 
© Q you ite ſaxely blefſedof thesky, | | 
Yau nag ian erage 


2 pcs 

I'le —_ —_ 

As is my lu 

Syels my Fall lent 

Mele credence; Virgyzm of. para arg 
c 


| featurde eres 
Queens of; our Gs 


lnow 


Ile uſe thee. 


= 


== Ts forme 


With hi heftlalt _ ——_ 


And _ omg 4m 


Wichour reſiftanvexthy-ceagke-proftiturey 
Vnto our appetitec. £6; <1 .67200-0/ WPI 


How vilechoudpeakefÞ: Cormuyyien therras much, 
As thou ſhalwdos: burframeuatet ; 


Imaginations ut 

If 1urwagr” — 
Td Maſciniſſs, nor the force of fate-. 
Shall make nyylcave his4bur,orſlale thy liare; 


I will (peake no naoxes 
Sy. Thouthaftamarid usy womens forecd ufc; 


Like unripe fruzzzno'( orbue waſte, 
The reporter "no-tafles 
Thinhefidpham-—Sop bs 


Our Guard. Enrercs Fhard!” © 
Creature of melt aioailingeruc3 

I{f with#diveviage; lone andpaſſigne wie couningss 
Wemay-obtame, the-heaven of thy-bed; 
We ceale-nenſracy from other force be frees 


VF: 
' 


Þ -4 which thou art thus glorious, truſt my vow ; 


| From naked Gtaves ſtalkes ont, heaves proud her head, 


The! Tragedi 


$9. Wilt chodu keep faith > Sy By thee,and by that power 


Ouc Guard, con "wy the royallſt excellence, 
That gyer,vwas call d woman, to ourPallace, .- -- 
Obſerre h her with {tri care., 80, Dread Syphax ſpeaker, 
As thou art worthy, is.not Zanthis falſe ?' - 
Sy.To thee ſhe 1s. ._ $9. As. thou art then thy ſelfe, ; 
Let her not þe, $ Fr . $he.is not. The guard ſeixeth Zan, 
Zan. T hus moſt ſpeed, 
When two foes are growne friends, Partakers bleed.. 

Sy. When plants muſt flouriſk,their manure muſt rot; 

$0. Syphax, = recompenc'd,l hate thee nor. Z£x.,Sop, 

Sy. A waſting flame.teedes,on my amorous blood, 
Which we muſt coole, or dye : whar way all power, T1 


2 > IEC SW) O 2 by V1 


All ſpeech, full o unity, can make, 

We Fs made fftleſſe wryall. Infernall 7ove, . © - 

You reſolute Angels that delight in flames, fr | 

To you, all wonder working {pirits, I fiye ; ry 

S$jnce heayen helps nor, deepeſt hell wee 1 —_— ”y 
' Herein this deſarr, the yen ſoule of charmes, ; 

Dreadfull Eri&holiues, whoſe diſmall brow. - (2 


Contemnes all roofes, or civill coverture. | 
Forſaken Graves, and. Tombs,the Ghoſts forc'd out; | 
She joyes to inhabite. .. ; 
Inferack muſiche playes [aftly, whilef Eritho enters elf 
whes ſhe ſheakes ceaſeth. - | 
A loathſome yellovy leannefle ſpreads her than. . 
A heavy hell-like palcnefle loads! her.cheeks . . 7 
Vaknowne to a cleare.heaven : but if darke winds, . - * 
Or thicke blacke clauds. drive back the blinded ſtarres,: - 
When her deep Magicke makes forc'd heaven quake, 
And hnaller, ſpight of 7eve : Erithothen 


With _ unkemb'd haire loaden, and ftrives to ſnarch 
The Nights quicke ſiulphure ; then ſhe burſts up tombs 
From halke rot ſear-cloths, then ſhe ſcrapes dry yen 


Des ao A. a 9” w—_— - 


| of Sopbonisba. 
For her blacke rires: but when ſhe finds a coarſe | 
But newly grav*d, whoſe entrailes are not turn'd 
T o flymie filth, with greedy havyocke then * 


She makesfierce ſpoyle : and fryells ith wicked criumph * 


To bury her leane knuckles in his eyes : | 
Then doth the gnaw the paſc and oregrowne nayles 
From his dry hand*:but if the find ſome life | 
Yet lurking cloſe, ſhe bites his gellid lips, 

And ſticking her blacke tongue in his dry throat, 

She breaths dire niurmurs, whick inforce him beare 

Her banefull ſecrets to the ſpirits of horrour. 

To her firſt (ound the Gods yield any harme, 

As trembling once to heare a ſecond charm : 

She is — Eri. Here Syphax, here, quake not, for know, 


*«. 


I know thy thoughts, thou wouldſt intreat our power -. 


Nice Sophonisba's paſſion to inforce 

To thy affeion, be all full of ave, 

Tis done, tis done, to us heaven, earth, (ea, ayre, 
And Fate it ſclte obayes, the beaſts of death, 

And all the terrours angry gods invented, 

(FT affli& the ignorance of patient man) 

Tremble at us : the roul'd-up Snake uncurl's 

His twiſted knots, at our afighaing yoyce, 

Are we incens'd ? the King of flames growes pale, . 
Leſt he be choak'd with blacke and earthy fumes, 


Which our charmes raiſe: Be joy'd,wake proud thy luft 5 , ; 


I doe not pray you;zGods, my breath's, Tou muſ?, 
Sy. Deep knowing ſpirit, mother of all high . 

Myſterious ſcience, what may Syphax yield 

Worthy thy Art, by which my foule's thus eas'd ; 

The Gods firſt made me live, but thou live pleas'd.. 


Exi. Know then our love, hard by the reverent ruines : | 


Of a once glorious Temple rear'd to love, 
Whoſe very rubbifh (like the pittyed fall, _ 
Of vertue much =—ogpraen?] yet beares 


A deathlcfſe majeſty, though now quite rac'd, 


M 4 HuwPtd 
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The Tyge 
Hurl'd do 
So that DEER nr | 


Sweet H mo (fo) Poaonyl 
FE | v3 ® 
= 1 teg! 4 6c ul 7 load h , 
Where dag afts.v nope ' 
cy Wit "Eh 08 JANE 
And une ow 


| Whereto 


Ky 4g (3 2000 
one ia ec res rom Fr 
Vnloads his belly : .Garrupuop>mokt abborrid, 


Mingling it ſelte wich xcg0wprd alkes ; 
Our lelfe quakes at K- 


F hogs gacs a » Chron ork NUYF 2 302 4 


Over yhoſc broyy a pale 
Throwes out Tl hens ſhade 


Of darkſome Ewe GY faren ey - 
et ſtcame cbs h 


Within reftharea dackepel | 
Pines jn cternall Night cl 
oe fe thay: s b5 BY Cell, 


Yields not ſo laſy ayxe.: F 
From thence a woo: not hear ak 
Shall force her,tp my I know, : 


youl 

Nor Tea Ao ane k 

| T'dmit one light pe dg, £ 
I yieid my gyuda 4 ap, 


The AN 2 mul 


Whoſe ent lou 
Sy. Whether is 


Hopes mere gefir's 


I 
} 
| 
I 
l 
Z 
( 


he _ 
Let heaven 4 


Fo. 


——_ ny 
Is Sypbax god Large is my Yeaſe, 
Without a man 1 oy La 
Give me 1 
For we held 


526 Fo | 


Infernal otic ſoft 
Harke, haxke, now riſe igfcrnal] tones, 
The deep fgtch'd granes 
Of lJabouring ſpints that attend 
Erifths, 


D | 
os te the armbling eat, and ind 


Aﬀrightmene to the Gods repay wow 
Eriftho, 
Eridho, 


4 treble Fidh & oe lnen i vithis 
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Gives up his 
When greed apo expeRazion 
For cher Jov's £ 
Prepare my appetits _ 
( Y deaze founta of pleats 

Rayſe aftize YEaus i 
Of ſuch provoliaghwesneis Hake, (hs comes 5. BY 


Two once rr hg ee | : : 


Hacke (3pghax) hatke' 


ANT ANT» 
Pow hell CYST y 


"Wi 


. TheTragetdie. 
Wan npighe of phebu : Peace. 

Enter Erichtho iz che ſhape of Sophomisbayher face 

veiled and haftethin the bedoj Syphax. 
She comes : 
Fury of bloods impatient : Erichtho | 
"Boue thunder fits z to thee egregious ſoule, 
Let all flefh bend. Sophonisbs thy tame Dy”, 
But equall mine, and weele joy tuch delight, 
That gods ſhill not admire,but even (pight. 
Syp2ax'haſtaeth within the Canopy as to 

Sophonisbas bed. 


AcTys V. SCENA I, 
A baſe Lute anda Treble Viok pley for the Af. . 


Syphax drawes the curtaines and diſcovers Enchtho 
lying with him. | en? & lab 
Eri. A,hayha. Sy. Light,light. Eri. Haha. 
Sy. | 4 x6 nem ſcum of —WWin 
O my abhorred heate ! Oloath'd deluſion !- 
T hey leape out of the.bed Syphax takes bins to his ſword - 
Eri. Why foole of Kings, could thy weake ſoule ima- 
That'tis within the graſpe of Heaven or Hell (gine * 
To enforce [oue ? why know Loue doats the fftes, 
Toue groanes'beneath his waight : more ignorant thing, 
Know vve Erichtbs,with a thirſty wombe, 
Haue coveted full threeſcore Suns for blood of Kings, 
We that can makeinraged Neptune toſle, $ 
His huge curld locks without one breath of wind : 
We that can make Heaven flide from A4rlas ſhoulder e 
We in the pride and height of coyetousluft, '' 
Haut wiſht with womans greedinefle to fill | 


Our longing armes with Syphax well ſtrong lims : 
| And doſt thoti thinke if Philters or Hels charmes . 
Could haue inforc'd thy uſe,we would hau' dam'd 


Brainc fleights ? no,no, now are we full - 


}. « Of 


7 . 


onisba; 


Of our deare wiſhes : thy p oud heate well waſted; ©... 


Hath made our lims grovy young : our lone farewely, 
Know he that would force loue,thus ſeekes his Hell, 


Erichtho ſlips tnto the ground arSyphax offers his {word tg "AS 


Sy. Can we yet breath? is any plagu'd like me 2 |. (her. - 
Are we ? lets thinke : O now contempt,my hate * * 
To thee thy thunder,ſulphure and fcorn'd name ©... 
He whoſe life's loath'd,and he who breathes to curſe, 
His yery beings ; ler him thus with me, * I 

FE take Syphax kneeles at the Altar. .. 
Fall fore an Altar,ſacred to blacke powers, - _ 
And thus dare Heavyens : O thou whoſe blaſting Aames _ 
Hutle barren droughts upon the patient earth, ape 
And thou gay god of riddles and ſtrange tales, , _.. 
Hot-brained Phebas, all adde if youcan, ' 8". .... 
Something unto my miſery ; If ought  _* | 
Of plagues lurke in your deepe tretch'd browes, 

Which yet I knovy not ; let them fall like bolts, 

Which wrathfull zoye driues Rrong into my boſome, 

If any chance of warre,or newes i] voyc'd, - 

Miſchiefe unthought of lurke,come giu't us all, . 

Heapecurſe on cuxfe,we can no lower fall, 
Out of 'the Altar the ghoſt of Asdruball ari/eth; ' 

Aſd, Lower,lower.Sy. VVh:tdamn'd ayre is form'd }_ 
Into that ſhape ? ſpeake,(peake,we cannot quike, 

Our fleſh knowes hotignoble tremblings,ſpeake, 
VVe dare thy terror; me thinkes hell-and fate ** + 
Should dread a ſoule with woes madeceſperate, © * 

Aſd. Know me the (pjrit of great 4/druball, 

Father to Sophonisba,whioſe bad heart Fat” 
Made juſtly moſt unfortunate 3 for know 


I targ'd unfaithfull, after which the field 


Chanc'd to our lofle, when of thy mea there fell, 
£000 ſoules next fight of Lybians ten, '. 
After which loffe we unto Carrhage flving, 
Tiinraged people cride theu Army fell 


} Through 


\ 
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Of. (uddai 


 Harke their inccar ERD exantpthe. 


rr, vary weve neth.che ſhamaof Qaves he feare, 


I 


ahwi CAE IIOY * —ENIY 
Deay a graue.: hucle us among the nacks. 
To ſtagch beafts. hunger 5,theroforgahugungrae'd 
Lſoeke ſTow reft : now. dat thou know raore wack 
And. wore mult feele.: Martals Of feare to Might 
RH RIES. 
},  36T Oreceme ng 
AſA. Spirits.of wrath know. noi bhingrbus. their woes. _ 
My I rex  Nuntiuho Exit. 
Nus. icdge,my, licdgeathe out of” Cirte bring 
ine d an oulanhaclaccgens 
Freſh and CES 
As wings wry peas pw mazch, 
Lead hy, that mag of. 
Nu diref to Cirta,. 


ww 


SY. Helpe, Out 
Beate thicke. py 
Wauld 


nag," po leaders 
(ccae.things which thou 


mea 


Vphearo hold Grockabs waucs:touls thee. an. ſbelfcy 
Though forme lcaue thee, Jeaue.natchourhy {elſe - 
Exit exming.- 


SCENA SECVNDA. 


Ms, Giue way. 


$c. $tand. Ma, Giazchiwondand, a Pan de kle- 


Scpig 


of iis. | 


By our cterna me che <hance 

Of this dayes battle : Let not thy evied fame 
Vouchlafe c.ogpoſe whe | ons. | 
Rs oopredkompd Banepry L 

'T his quarre | 

Let us and S | | | 
Bach unto others breaſt, ©.(whar thould I lay) 
Thou beyond Epithagthouwhomproud Lads of - 
en envie :i(alas Par omuyers valte, Shout 
Mile me-ſceme loſtglet us-thander-andligh | 
FR wy 6. pai are lovke, © hill, 
Harke he comes-neere:Feom'rhence Jdifcerne ustridte 


Fire worth /oue,mounr ap and not repure 
Me very proud,though wendrous reſolute. 


| My cauſe-:-my caulc,my bak beartning ods, 
That ſeve arme3 ſhould the Gods. 
_ "Thy words-are tull of honour vake « Fo. 


hich we dor'ſcorne bo feare,to ks ſtate 
Worthy hitheart. Now lerrte-forced braffte 
Sound-on. | 
Cornets ſound « marth, Seipio lrath bir 
traine iþ r0T be our. | 
Inureh clafpe fureour cavire, 
Arme us witheure;and Jwrparrb if 1 tall 
Through this dayes malice, or our fathers Ganes, 
If CN Og aire mew ft my bre 
AuTTge + ufranplarphr oh notſae 
Sn: ables 
mound ooo hands 
oo we haue named Sopbonichs, 


MDGE => RA a, oo. 
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As 


The Tragedie 


Enter Syphax arm'd, his Pages with ſhields and darts 
before, Cornets ſounding marches.' * ._ 
Sy. For Sophonifta. SEEN 
Maſ. Syphax. Sy. Maſiniſſa. Maſe. Betwixt us rwe 
Let fingle fight try all. Sy. Well urg'd, Ma. Well granted 
Of you my Starres,as I am worthy you, 
I implore ayde; and Oy if Angels wayt © 
Vpon good hearts, my Genizs bee as ſtrong ., 
AsI am juſt, Sy. Kings glory is their wrong. 
He that may onely doe juſt at's a flaue, - 5 
My Gods my armc,my life, my heauenymy graue, 
To me all end, Maf. Giue day Gods,life;not death, 
To himchat onely fteares blaſpheming breath, Vl 


For Sophoniſba. Sy. For Sophoniſba.. © 


Corners ſound a charge, Maſlinifſa and Syph ax combate, 
. -Syphax fats, Maffinifla unclafþs Syphax caske, and 
as ready to kill him, fpeakes Syphax. BY 


Sy. Vato thy fortune, not to thee wee yeeld, _ . 

Maſ. Lives Sopbonisba yet unſtain'd, (peake juſt, _ 
Yet ours unforc'd ? Sy.” Let my heart fall more low - 
Then is my body, if onely ro thy glory 
Shee liues not yet all thine. Maſe. Riſegriſe,ceaſe ſtrife, 
Heare a moſt decpe revenge, from us take life, '- 


Conters ſtunded a March,Scipio and Lxlius enter ; Sci- 
pie paſ/eth to bis throne, Maſhnifſa preſents Syphax 
t0Scipio's feet, E ornets ſounding 8 flourijh. OY 


Ta youll power of ſtrength : and nextes thee, -: * 
T hou ſpirir of eriumph, borne for vitory.:* © -- © + © 
I heave theſe hands : March we to Cirta ſtraight, | 
My Sophonisbe with ſwift haſt co winne | 


In honor and in-love all meane'ts ſine,” EM. tug, 


*- Sci, As wcare Romes greatGenerall thus weprefle | 
"; LY. 


Thy captiue necke : but as fill Scipilg, -»* +4 - © 
JV i - And 


_ 


ſped I Pr I AK eo. 


of Sophonisba. 
And ſenfible of juſt humanirie, . ito h 
We weepe thy bondage : ſpeake thou ill chanc'd man, 
V Vhart ſpirit cooke thee when thou wert our fnend,-- 
( Thy right hand given .bothce Gods and'as,. - 
With ſuch moſt paſſionate vowes,and ſolemnefaith)' 
Thou fledft wich ſuch moſt foule diſloyaleie, +. - .. 
To now weike Carthage,ſtrengrheniog their bad armies, 
V Vho lately. {corn'd thee with-all loath'd abule, -:: - 
V'Vho neverenterraine for.loue, bur uſe. - .c 
Sy. Scipto, my fortune is captiv'd, not I, | 
Therefore Lle ſpeake bold truth : nor once miſtruſt | 
VVhatI hallfay, for now being wholly yours, -- 
I muſt not faine ; CY ewas ſhec, 
T was Sophogiſba that ſolicited 
My forc'd revolt, tyyas her reſiſtlefle ſuite, 
Her loue to-her deare Carthage tic'd me breake... _. 
All faith with men ; twas thee made Syphax falls, 
Shee that loues Carthage with ſuch violence,.. . ' 
Avd hath ſuch mooving graces to allure, .,'. .. +. .. 
That ſkee will turne a man that once bath (worne. 
Himlſelfe on's' fathers bones, her Carthage foes 
To be that Citjzes Champion, and high friend. 
Her Himensca{] torch burnt downe my houſe; 
Ti.cn was I captiv'd, when her wantom armes.. _. 
There moying claſpc about my necke, O<charmes,.. . 
Able to turne even Fate : but this in my true griete | 
Is ſome juſt jov, that my lour-ſ{orted foe 
Shall ſeize that plague, that Maſiiniſ/as breaſt 
Her hands ſhall atme, and that ere long youle tric, 
Shee can force him your foe as well sl. | 
$i. Leh, Lelizs . t:ke a choyce troupe of horſe, 
And ſpur to Cirta, To Maſfiniſ/athus,  *' _ 
Syphax palacez crownes,[poyle, citics ſacke _ 
Be free to him ; but if our hew Laugh'd friend. © © 
Poffefſe that woman of (0 moving art, * 
Charge lum with no lefle waight 
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The Tragedie 
Our love, all faich, that ke velhgne her rhoes 
As he fil anfrer Rome will give hint tp 
A Roman ypriſcher to the Sexvares dome, 
Sheis a C any ow our leaves 
Wiſe nicen noe 4ioris, but cuer' carfE. 
Sz. Good malixey(s, as liberty (6 deare 
"Prove ny reverigy 5 Whay Eodnnor poſſeſſe 
Another ſhall not , that's forme kappineſſe. 
Sweet. Goriett flouriſhing. 


The Comets ofar off 4 charge + A ſontther woun- 
ded at one doore , Enter at the other Sophonigba, ts 
"ag before hev with lights two' women bearing af 

traine. 


Soul. Princefle, O the, Sphax rat loſt cthe'day, 
And Captiv's Iyer, the Rover Lepivny' 
Have (cnit# rhe Townr, and witk irlvecerare fire; 
Make ſlaves or murder all': Firey ant? fixele 
Fury, and nighe hb alf; fatreQueene, O 7M 
We bletfor Carthayy, al for Spore exle. 


The Cornets found 4 Mere Enter Puper with tavelins 
6nd Targery, Meal fs #84Iuomth, Madinifle's Beg- 
ver ſhut. 


Mafſ.Nfarth to thePallace. $0, Whit ere rifaii thou art 

Of Lybiz, thy faire armes ſpeake': give Heart 
To amazd weakiiefle, heare het, nn for Long tine 
Hath ſcene rio willed; ht. Sophonifhd 
A name for miſery "ack khowhe, cis he ag: 4 
Intreats of ry, WA] ſword this onely booue, . - ] 
Let me ior krieel&to Romeyfor though calle  , | 
Of mine deſerves'their hits, chough Mafttitfa 

| Be ours.to heart; yeb Roman Genzralls | 

Make proud theit + tclurAphs, fir we ever Captives. 
_ Qtisa Nation, wilicts4om' ſoul eI fear&... gh 
Arne wall Kniowitig the mich grounded Hare, 


They 


of Sophonisbas. 


They beare to 4/dtubak and Carthage bloudz 
Therefore with teares that waſh thy teet,with hands * 
Vnuſde to beg, I claſpe thy manly knees, - 

O ſaue me from their fetters and contempt, 

T heir proud inſults, and more then inſolence ; 

Cr if «reſt not in thy grace of breath 

To grant ſuch freedome, giue me long-wiſht death : 
For tis not now loath'd life that we doe craue, 

Onely an unſham'd deathgand filent graue, 

V Vee will now daine to bend for. Maſ. Raritie, 


Maſiniſſa diſarmes his head. 


By thee and this right hand, thou thal: liue free, 


$0. We cannot now be wretched. Ma. Stay the ſword. 


Let {laughter ceaſe z ſounds ſoft as Ledas breaſt 
Soft Muſeque. 
Slide through all eares, this night be loues high teaſt. 
$o, Orewhelme me not with ſweets, let me not drink, 
Till my breaſt burſt,O Joue, thy Near skinke, 
Shee fenkes into Maſfini/[as armes. 
Ma. She is orecome with joy. $0. Help,help to beare 
Some happineſle ye powers ; I haue joy to ſpare, 
Inough ro make a God : O Maſiniſſa. Maſe Peace, 
A filent thinking makes full joyes increaſe. 
Enter Lelius. 
Le. Maſfiniſſa. Ma. Lelius. Le. T hine care. 
Maſ. Stand off. 
Lel. From Scipio thus : By thy late yow of faith, 
And mutuall league of endlefle amitie, 
As thou reſpeRs his vertue, or Romes force, 
Deliver Sophenisba to our hand. 
Maſe. Sephoniſba? Zel. Sopbonisba. So. My Lord 
Lookes palezand from his halfe burſt eyes a flame 
Of deepe diſquiet breakes; the Gods turne falſe, 
My ſad preſage. Ma. Sophdnisba? Lel. Even the. 
Ma. She kild not Scipios father,nor his unkle, (thape? 
Great Cueiaus, Le. Carthage did. Ma; To her whats Car- 
N Le.know 


The Tragedie 


Lel. Know twas her father 4/drubaf! firuck off 
His fathers head, giue place to faith and fate. | 
Maſe. Tis crofle to honour, Lel. But tis juſt to Statsy 
So ſpeaketh Scipio, doe not thoudetaine 
A Romane priſoner, due to this great triumph, 
As thou ſhalt anſwer Rome and him. OAMaf. Leltius, 
VVee now are in Romes power ; Lelius, 
View Mz:ſiiniſſa doc a loathed aft, 
Moſt finking from that ſtate his heart did keepe. 
Looke Lelius,looke, ſee MafSinifſa weepe ; 
Know I haue made a vow more deare to me, 
Then my ſevles endleſſe being : thee ſhall reſt 
Free from Romes bondage. Ze. But doſt thou forger 
Thy vow yer freſh thus breathd : When I deſiſt 
To be commanded by thy vertue, Scipio, 
Or fall from friend of Rome, revenging gods, 
 Afflit me with your torture. Maſ. Lelw,cnough: 
Salute the Roman, tell him wee will a& 
What ſhall amaze him. Lel. Wilr thou yeeld her then? 
Ma. $he ſhall arriue there ſtaight. Le. Beſt fate of men 
To thee. Maſ. And Scipio : Hauel liy'd,O heavens, 
To be inforcedly perfidious ? 
$0. V Vhat unjuſt griefe a{fflifts my worthy Lord ? 
Maſe. Thank me ye gods,with much beholdingnefle, 
For marke I doe not curſe you. $0. Tell me (weet, 
The cauſe of thy much anguiſh. Ma. Ha, the cauſe ? 
Let's ſee,wreath back thine armes,bend downe thy neck, 
Praiſe baſe prayers,make fit thy (elfe for bondage. 
89.Bondage? Ma.Bondage,Roman bondage, S9.No, 
Maſ. How then haue I vow'd well to Fcipia? (no. 
$0. How then to Sophonisba? Ma, Right,which way 
Runne mad impoſſible diftraRion, 
So. Deare Lord thy patience ; let it maze all power, 
And liſt to her in whole ſole heart it reſts | 
To keepe thy faith upright. Ma. Wilt thou be ſlau'd? 


$0.No free, Mg,How the keep I my faith? So.My death 
Giues 
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of Sophonisba. 


Giues helpe to all : From Rome ſo reſt we free ; 


So brought to Scipio, faith is kept in thee. ' 


Ma. Thoudarſt not die;ſome wine,thou darſt not dic 


Enter a Page with a boule of wine. 


So. How neere was I unto the curſe of man ? Toy; 
How like was I yet once to have beene glad : 
He that neerc laught may with a conſtant face, 
Contemne Joues frowne. Happineſle makes us baſe. 

She takes & bole into which Maſlinifla puts poy/on. 

Behold me HMafftmiga, like thy ſelte, 
A King and (ouldicr, and Ipree thee keepe 
My laſt command, Ma. Speake {weet. 

So. Deare doe not weepe, 
| And now with undiſmaid reſolue behold, 
To ſaue you,you, (for honour and jult faith, 
Are moſt true gods,which we ſhould much adore) 


With even disdainefull vigour I giue up, 


An abhord life, You haue beene good to me, She dripkes. 


And I doe thanke thee heaven, O my ſtars, 

I blefſe your goodnefle,that wich brealt unſtain'd, 
Faich pure : a Virgin wife, try'd to my olory, 

I die of female faith,the long liu'd ſtory, 
Secure from bondage, and all ſervile harmes, 


Bur more moſt happy in my husbands armes, She ſakes: 


Tag. Maſfiniſſe, MaſSiniſſa. Ms. Coverous 
Fame greedy Lady, could no ſcope of glory, 
No reaſonable proportion of goodnetle 
Fill thy great breaſt, but chou muſt proue immeale, 
Incomprehence in vertue,what wouldit thou, 
Not onely be admir'd, but even ador'd ? 
O glory ripe for heaven ! Sirs helpe,helpe,helpe, 
Let us to Scipt3 with what (peed you can. 
For piety make haſte,whilſt yer we arc man. 
Exeunt bearing Sophonisba i a Chaire; _ 
N 2 Cornets, 
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The Tragedie 


Cornets a March. Enter Scipio in full /ate, try umphall or- 
naments carryed before him, and Syphax bound, at the 
other dogre,L xlivs. 


St. What an(wers Maffiniſ/a, will he ſend 
T hat Sophoniſta of ſo moving tongues ? 
Le. Full of diſmayd unſteddinefle he ſtood, 
His right hand lockt in hers, which hand he gave 
As pledge for Rome, ſhe ever ſhould live free : 
Bur when I enter*d, and well urg'd this yow, 
And thy command, his great heart ſunke with ſhame, 
His eyes loſt ſpirit, and his heat of life 
Sanke from his face, as onic that ſtood benumm'd, 
All maz'd, r'effe& impoſlibiluies, 
For either unto her, or Scipio, 
He muſt breake vow, long trme he toſs'd his thoughts ; 
And as you ſee a ſnow-ball being rol'd 
At firſt a handfull, yet long bowl'd about, 
Inſenfibly acquires a mighty globe 3 _ 
So his cold griefe through agitation growes, 
And more he thinks, the more of griefe he knowes ; 
At laft he ſeem'd to yield her. Sy. Marke Scipio, 
T ruſt him that breaks a vow ? Sci.How then truſt thee? 


Sy. O, miſdoubt him not, when he's thy {lave like me. 


Enter Maſliniſla a/{in blacke. 

Maſ. Scipio. Sci. Maſiniſſa. Ma. Generall. Sci. King. 

Ma. Lives there no mercy for one ſoule of Carthage, f 
But muſt ſee baſenefle ? Sci. Wouldſt thou joy thy peace? 
Deliver Sophoniſba {traight and ceale, 
Do net graſpe that which is too hot to hold, 
Wegrace thy griefe, and hold it with ſoft ſenſe. 
Injoy good courage, but 'yoyd inſolence. 


I tell thee Rome and Scipio daigne to beare 9 


So low a breſt, as for her ſay, we feare. 
Aa. Doe not, doe not, let not the fright of Nations 
| Know ſo viletearmes. She reſts at thy diſpoſe, 


Sy. 
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of” Sophonisba. 


Sy. To my ſoule joy, ſhall Sopheni/ba then 
With me goe bound, and wayt on Scipio's wheele ? 
When th*whole world's giddy one man cannot reele. 
Ma. Starve thy leane hopes,and Romans now behold 
A ſight, would (ad the Gods, make Phebus cold. 
Organe and Recorders play to a ſingle voice : Enter in the 
meane time, the mowrnefult ſolemnity of Maſlinifla's pre- 
ſenting Sophonisba's body. 
Looke Scipio, (ee what hard ſhift we make 
To keep our vowes ; here, take I yield her thee, 
And Sophoni(ſba, I keep vow, thou art (till free. 
Sy. Burit my vext heart, the torture that moſt wrackes 
An enemy, is his foes royall as, 
Sci. T he glory of thy vertue live for ever, 
Brave hearts may be obſcur'd, but extin& never. 
Scipio adornes Maſſinifla, 
T ake from the Generall of Rome this crowne, 
| This roabe of tryumph, and this conqueſts wreath, 
This (cepter, and this hand, for ever breath, 
Romes very Mimon: Live worth thy fame, 
As farre from faintings, as from now baſe name. 
Ma.T hou whom hike ſparkling ſteel the ftroks of chance 
Made hard and firme, and like to Wild-fire turn'd, 
The more cold fare, the more thy vertue burn'd, 
And in whole ſeas of miſeryes didſt flame : 
Oa thee, lov'd creature of a deathlefle fame | 
'Maſlinifſa adornes Sophonisba, 
Reſt all my honour: O thou for whom 1 drinke 
So deep of griefe, that he muſt onely thinke, 
Not dare to ſpeake, that would exprefſe my woe, 
Small rivers murmure, deep gulfes filent flow, 
My gricfe is here, not here, keave gently then, . 
Womens right wonder, and juſt ſhame of men. 


Cornets a ſhort flouriſh. .Exeunt . 


Manet Maſlinifla, 


M 3 - EPILOGVS. 


__ 4 


EPILOGVS, 


A now with lighter paſſion,though juſt feare 
I change my perſon, and doe hither beare 
Anothers voice, who with a phraſe as weake 
eAs hu deſerts, now will'd me for him ſpeaks : {| 
If woras well ſens'd, beſt ſuting ſubjett grave, 
Noble true ftory may once boldly crave 
eAcceptance gracious : if he whoſe fires 
Envy not ethers, nor himſelfe admires : 
If ſceanes exempt from ribaldry or rage 
Of taxings indiſcreet, may pleaſe the Stage ; 
If ſuch may hope applauſe, he not commands, 
Tet craves 4s due the juſtice of your hands : 
Bmt freely he proteſts how ere ut 14, 
Or well, or 4ll, or much, not much amiſſe, 
with conflant modeFty he doth ſubmit 


To alt {ave thoſe that have mare tongue then wit, | 
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Induftion. 


Bejore the Muſicke ſounds for the Aﬀ/e : Enter Atti- 
cus, Doricus, and Phylomulſe, they ſit a good while 
0n the ſtage before the Candles are lighted, talking 
together, and 0n the ſudien Doricus ſpeakes. 


Enter T ier-man with lights. 


Fie,ſome lights, firs fie, let there 
? beeno deeds of darknefle done 
E among us I ſo, ſo, preethe 
F Tycr-man, ſet Sincor Syuffe on 
) fire, hcee's a chollerick Gentle- 
[PSRSIIPS man,hee will take Pepper in the 
noſe inſtantly,feare not,fore heaven, I wonder they tol- 
lerate hm ſo neere ghe Stage. ; 
Phy. Faith Doricys, thy braine boyles, keele it, keele 
tz or all the fatr's in the fire: in the name of Pheaze, 
what merry Genius haunts chee to day ? thy lippes play 


with feathers. 


Dor. T roth they ſhould pick ftraws before they ſhould 
bee idle, 


Atti. But 


| What you Will. 


Atti, Bur why, but why doeſt thou wonder they dare 
ſuffer Snuffe ſo neere the Stage ? 

Dor. O well recalid, marry fir Sineor Sauffe, Monfieur 
Mew, and Cavaliero Rliit , are three of the moſt to bee 
fear'd Auditors that ever | 

Phy. Piſh for ſhame, ſtint thy idle chat. 

Dor, Nay dreame whatſorere your fantaſic ſwims on 
Philomuſe, I proteſt in the loue you haue procured me to 
heare your fricad the Author,I am vehemently fearefull, 
this threefold halter of contempt that choaks the breath 
of wit, theſe aforeſaid tria ſunt omnia , Knights of the 
Meaw will ſit heavic on the skirts of his Sceanes, if— 

Phy. 1t what? belecuec ic Dorices his ſpint, 

Is higher blooded then to quake and pant, 

At the report of Skoffes Artillery ; 

Shall he be creaſt-falne, if ſome looſer braine, 

In flux of wit uaciuily befilth 

His flight compoſures ? ſhall his boſome faint, 

If druaken Che belch out ſower breath, 
From Hatreds (urfet on his [abours front ? 

Nay ſay ſome halfe a dozen rancorous breaſts 
Should plant themſclues on purpoſe to diſcharge 
Impoſtum'd malice on his lateſt Sceane, 

Shall his reſolue be ſtruck through with the blirt, 
Of agooſe breath > What imperfe& borne ? 

What ſhort liv'd Meteor ? what cold hearted Snow 
Would melt in dolour ? cloud his mudded eyes, 
Sincke downe his jawes,ifthat ſome ju iceles huske, 
Some boundleſſe ignorance ſhould on ſuddenſhoote 
His grofſe knob'd burbolt, with that's not ſo good, 
Mew,blirt,ha,ha,light Chaffy ftuffe ? 

Why gentle ſpirits what looſe waving fan ? 

What any thing would thus be skru'd about 

With each ſlight touch of odd Phantaſmaras ? 

No let the feeble palſied lamer joynts, 
Leane on opinions crntches, let thcwn— 
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What you will. 
Dor. Nay,nay,nay, Heavens my hope, I cannot ſmoor't 
this {traine, 
V'Vits death I cannot, what a leaprous humor 
Breakes from ranke ſwelling of theſe bubbling wits ? 
Now out up-pont : I wonder what tite braine : 
VVrung in this cultome ro mainet2ine Contempt 
*Gainſt common Cenſure : to gue ſtiffe counter buftes 
To cracke rude [corne even on the very face 
Of better audience, Slight iſt not odious, 
Why harke you honeſt, honeſt Philomuſe 
(You that endeavour to indeere our thoughts, 
To the compoſers ſpirit) hoſd this firme : 
Muſicke and Poetry were firſt approu'd 
By common ſenſe z and that which pleaſed moft, 
Held moſt allowed paſſe : not rules of Arrt 
Were ſhap'c to pleaſure, not pleaſure to your rules ; 
Thinke you if that his ſceanes tooke ſtampe in minr, 
Of three or foure deem'd moſt juditious, 
It mult inforce the world to currant them, 
T hat you muſt ſpit defiance on diſlike ? 
Now as I loue the light were I to paſle 
Trough publike verdit,I ſhould feare myforme, 
Leaft ought I offer'd were unſquar'd or warp'd, 
& The more we know, the more we know we want 
c« V Vhat. Bayard bolder then the ignorant ? 
« Beleeue me Philomuſe : Ifaich thou muſt, 
« The beſt bef ſeale of wit,is wits diſtruſt. © 
Phy. Nay gentle Doricus. | 
Dor. Ile heare no more of him, nay and your friend 
che Author , the compoler : the What you will : ſeemes 
ſo faire in his owne glaſle , fo ſtraight in his owne mea- 
ſure that hee ta]kes once of ſquinting Critickes, drunken 
Cenſare, (play-footed Opinion, juicles huskes,I ha' done 
with him,I ha' done with him, 
P hy.. Pew nay then 
Dar, As if any ſuch unſantified Rtuffe could Find a 


being 
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What you will. 


4t. Come, ler patle,let paſſe,lets ſee what ſtuffe muſt 
cloath our cares : what's the playes name ? 

Phy. What you will. 

Dor. lit Comedy, Tragedy, Paſtorall, Moral, Nofturnall 
or Hiſtory. 

Phy. Faith perfe&ly neither,but even J// bat you will,a 
!lizht toy, lightly compoſed , too (ſwiftly finiſhr, ill plot- 
ted, worſe written , I feare mee worſt ated, and indeed 
F hat you will. 

Dor. Why I like this vaine well now. 

At, Come, wee ftraine the ſpeators patience in de- 
laying their expected delights. Lets place our ſelucs 
within the Curtaines,for good faith the Stage is (o very 
little, we ſhall wrong the general] eye clſe very much. 

Phy. It youle ſtay bur a little Ile accompany you, 1 
haue engag'd my ſelfe to the Author , to giue a kind of 
inductive ſpeech to his Comedy. | 

At. Away : you negleR your ſelfe,a gentleman 

Phy. Tut I have vow'd it,I am double charg'd, goe 


off as't twill, Ile ſec fire to it. 


Dor. lle not {and it,may chance recoyle, 3h't bee not 
tuffd with ſalt-peeter, well marke the report,marke the 


report. 


Phy. Nay, pree thee ſtay, ſlid the female preſence ; _ 


rhe Genteletza ; the women will put me our. 

Dor. And they {triue to put thee out,doe thou endea- 

your to put them. 

At. Tagood faith , if they put thee out of countee- 
nance ; put thou them our of patience ; and hew their 
eares with hacking imperfe@ utterance. 

Dor. Goe ſtand to it, ſhey thy ſelfe «tall man of thy 
tongue,make an honeſt legge , put off thy cap with diſ- 
creete cariage : and fo we leaue thee to the kind Gentle- 
mengand moſt reſpeted Auditors. Excunt. 
Remanet tantum Philomuſes. 

Prologue . 


What you Wil. 


Prologue. 


N Or labours hee the favonr of thernde, 

Nor gffers [ops unto the Stigian Dogge, 

Toforcea ſilence in hu viperous tongues : © 

Nor cares he to inſinuate the grace, 

Of loath'd detrattion, nor purſues the loue 

Of the nice criticks of thu ſqneamiſh age, 

Nor ſtrines he to beare up with every ſazle 

Of floting Ceuſure : nor once dreads or cares, 

What envious hand hu guililes Muſe hath ſtruck, 

« Sweet breath from tainted ſtlomacks who can 

But to the faire proportion'd lowes of wit, (ſuck ? 

T o the juſt skale of even paized thoughts : 

To thoſe that know the pangs of bringing forth 

ef perfett feature : ts their gentle minds, 

That can as ſoone ſlight of, as find a blemiſh, 

To thoſe as hnmbly low as to their feete 

Tamoblig'd to bend : to thoſe hy Muſe, 

Makes ſolemne honan”, for their wiſh d delight : 

He vowes induſtrious ſweat ſhall pale his cheeke, 

But hee'le gloſe wp ſleeke objetts for their eyes : 

For thoſe he  aſham'd, his beſÞ”s too had, 

eM fully ſubjeF too too prmply clad 

Is all hus preſent, all hs ready pay, 

For many many debts. Gine further day, 

Ile giue a Proverbe,-Sufferance giveth caſe : 

So you may once be pay'd, we once may __ - 
x1t. 


ACT. 
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Acitvs i; "SCENA I. 


Enter Quadratus, Phylus following him with a Lute, a 
P age 70ing before Quadratus with a Torch. 


A(7) [ beſeech you ſir reclaime his wits, 
My Mafter's mad,ſtarke mad, alas for loye. 
©:4. For love ? nay and he be not mad tor hate, 
Tis amiable fortune ; TI cell thee youth 
Right rare and geaſon : ſtrange ? mad for love ! 
O thew me him, Ile give him reaſons ſtraight, 
So forcible, (o all invincible, | 
Thar ic ſhall drag love out : run mad for love ? 
What mogtally exiſts, on which our hearts 
Should be enamourcd with ſuch paſſion ? 
For love ? come Phylus come, lle change his fate, 
In ftead of love, JI: make him mad for hate : 
Bur croth (ay, whar itraine*s his madneſle of ? 
Phy. Phantaſticall 
ua Immurc him, (once him,barricadoe him in't, 
Phantaſticall mad, thrice bleſſed heart ; 
Why harke good Phylzs : (© that thy narrow ſenſe 
Could bur containe me now) all, that exilts, 
Takes valuation from op:nion : 
A giddy minioa now ; pilh, thy taſt is dull, 
And canſ not relliſh me, come, where's 14coxmo ? 
Enter Tacomo unbrac'd and careleſly dreſt. 
Phy. Look where he comes: O map of boundles woc: 
Taco. 


What you will. 


Iaco. Yongleame is day, darkneſfe, ſcep,and feare, 
Dreames, and the ugly viſions of the night 
Are beat to hell by the brig ht palme of light, 
Now romes the {waine, and whiſtles upthe morne : 
Deep filence breakes ; all things ſtart up with light 3 
Only my heart, that endlefie night and day 
Lies bed-rid, crippled by coy Lucia. 

Qua, There's a ſtraine law, 
Nay, now I ſee he's mad mot palpable, 
He ſpeakes like a player, ha ! poeticall. 

7aco. The wanton ſpring lies dallying with the earth, 
And powrs freſh blood in her decayed vyaines, | 
Looke how the new ſapt branches are in child 
With tender infants, how the Sun drawes out, 
And ſhapes their moyſture into thouſand formes 
Of ſprouting buds, all things that ſhow or breath 
Are now inſtaur'd, ſaving my wretched breſt, 
That is eternally congeal'd with Ice 
Of froz'd ediſpaire. O Celia, coy, too nice. 

2ngs. Still ſaunce queſtion mad. 

taco. O where doth piety and pitty relt ? 

ua. Fetch cords, he's irrecoverable,mad, rank mad ; 

He calls for ſtrange Chymera's, fins 
That haue no being fince the curſe of death 
Was throwne on man : Pitty, and Picty, 
Who'l daigne converſe with them ? alas yaine head, 
Pitty and Piety are long ſince dead. 

Taco. Ruine to chance, and all that ſtrive to Rand, 
Like {wolne Colofſes on her tottering Baſe. 
Fortune is blind — @za. , Youlye, you lye, 
None but a mad man would terme fortune blind, 
How can ſhe ſee to wound deſert (o right ? | 
J Luſt in the ſpeeding place : to girt lewd browes wilt 
With honour'd wreath ; ha ? Forwne blind ? away, 
How can ſhe hud-winkt then fo rightly ſee 
To ſtarve rich worth, and glut iniquity. 
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What you will. 


Taco. O Love ! 
Qua. Loue ? hang love, 
It is the abje& out-caſt of the world, 
Hate all things, hate the world, thy ſelfe, al men, 
Hare knowledge, ſtrive not to be ouer-yiſe, 
© It drew deltrucion unto Paradiſe. 
Hate honour, Vertu, they are baites, 
T at tice mens hopes to (adder fates, 
Hate beauty, every ballad-monger 
Can cry his idle foppifh humour ; 
Hate riches, wealth's a flattering Iacke, 


WJ hn] A < 


Adores to face, mewes hind thy backe. F 
He that is poore is firmely ſped, S 
He neyer ſhall be flattered, 1 
All things are errour, durt, and nothing, 1. 
Or pant wich want, or gorg'd to lothing, T 
Love onely Hate, afte& no higher, O 
Then praiſe of heaven, wine, a fire. O 
Sucke up thy dayes in filent breath, v 
When their ſnuffe*s out, come Signigr death, 
Now fir adicu, run mad and wilt, 
The worſt is this, my rime's but ſpilt. Ts | 
ac. Thy rimes are ſpilt,who would not run rank mad, I 
To (ce a wandring Frenchman riyall, nay = 
Our-ſtrip my ſute ? He kift my Cezlia's cheeke, = 
Qua. Why man, I ſaw a dog eyen kifle thy Celias lips. ' Y 
1aco. To morrow morne they goe to wed. Th 
Oua. Well then I know | T 
Whether to morroyy nigh they goe. B 
Faco. Say quick, Wi 
Qua, Tobed. 
| Jaco. I will invoke the triple Hecate, 
Make charmes as potent as the breath of Fate, - 
But Ile confound the match. E 


ua. Nay thenigood day, = 
AndCon be conjuring'once, Ue {link away, Ex.Qus. 
Iaco- 


What you Will: 


facs. Boy could not Orpheus make the ſtones to dance E 


g 


Phy. Yes Sir, © {. 
raco. Bir. Lady a ſweet touch: did he not bring Eari- 
dice out of hell with his Lute: | 
Phy. So they ſay Sir. ye ot BY 
laco, And thou canſt bring Celigs head out of the 
window with thy Lute ; well hazard thy breath: looke 
Sir here's a ditty. 
Tis fowly writ, flight wit crof{'d here arid there, 
Bur where thou fhnd a blotzthere fall a teare;. 
The Song. - | 
Fie peace,peace,peace, it hath no paſſion in't. 
) melt thy breath in fluent ſofter tunes, 
Thatevery note may ſceme to tricle downe 
Like ſad diſtilling teares and make: O God _ 
ThatTI were but a Poet now t'expteſſe my thoughts 
Or a Mufttian but to ling my thoughts, 
Or any thing but what 1 am ; ſing't ote orice more, 
My griefes a boundlefle Sea that hath no ſhore. 
He fings and is anſwered, fiom ahoue « Willow garland 
is flung downe andthe ſong ceaſeth. 
Is this my fayour ? am I crown'd with ſcorne ? 
Then thas I manumit my {lau'd condition. 
Celia, but heare me execrate thy loue. - 
By heaven that once was conſcious of my loue, 
By all that is, that knowes my all was thine 
I will purſue with deteſtation gr-ca/l 
Thwart without ſtretched vehemence ot hate 
Thy wiſhed Hymen : I will craze my braine 
Buc all difſever z all thy hopes vnite, 
What rage ſo violent as loue turn'd ſpight ?. 


Enter Randolfo end Andrca with 6 ſupplication reatling,. 
Ra. Humbly complayning , kiſSing the hands of yonr ex- 


cellence ; your poore orators Randolfo and Andrea, beſeech- 


eth 
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- A Florentiheclvth of filverTerkin, fleenes 


_ Methinks I (te him now how he would walke : 
Round the Xialro. 


_.. What you wil. 
eth forbidding of the diſhonourd match of their Nee ce Ce- 
lia,widdow to their brother —— | 
O twill do,twill do,it cannot chuſt but doe. (umph. 

And, What chould one ſay, what ſhould one do riow, 
If ſhe do match with yon ſame wandring Knight, 
$hee's bit undontyher eftimation,wealth— 

taco. Nay Gr,her eſtimation's mounted up, 
She ſhall be Lad!'d,and ſweet Madam'd now. 

Res. Be Ladi'd;hagha. O could ſhe but recall 
The honoard port of her deceaſed loue, 
But thinke whoſe wife ſhe was, God wot, no Kaights, 
Bur one (that tithe of ) waseven a Prince, 
A Sultane Solymin : thrice was he made 
In dangerous artnes, YFenice Providerore. 

And. He was a Marchant,but fo bounceous, 
Valiant,wiſe,learned, all fo abſolate, - 
That naughts, was yalewed praisfull excellent, 
But in it was he tioſt praisfull, excellent. 

' Zaco. OT hall nete _ how he went cloath'd, 
He would maintain't 2 baſe ill uſde faſhion, 
To binde a Maitchant to the ſullen habic 
Of preciſe blacke, chiefly in Yehice Srate, 
VVhere Marckants guilt the top, 
And therefore ſhould you have him paſſe the Bridge 
Vp the Rialto like z Soldier, 
(As ſtill hee ſtood a poreFare at'Sca) 
Ran. In a blacke Beyer felr, Afh colour plaine, 


- 
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White ſattin cur on tinſtll,;then long ſtocke. (604! 
lacs. French panes 'tmibroider'd, Goldſmiths worke;© 


.V Vith what a pry pre hee would pace 
| ell, tiee's ſoon forpor, 
A frag ng ur in his rich bed muſt Nleepe, 
VVhich if Icanaot crofſe, Ik carſe ani weetpe. 
Shall T beplaine as 77#th ? I tone-your fiſter. ak. 
Gan 4 


What you Will. 
My education, birth, and wealth deſerues kerz 
I haue no crofle, no rub xo ſtop my ſuite, 
But Levardur's a Knight, that Rtrikes all mute. 
Az. Ithere's the devill,ſhee muſt be Ladi'd now. 
lacs. O ill aure'd cuſtome , no ſooner is the weatehy 
Marchane dead, 
His wife left great in faire poſſeſſions, 
Bur giddie rumour graſpes it twixt his teeth, 
And ſhakes it bout our cares. Then thither flock 
A rout of craſed fottunes whoſe cracke ſtares 
(ape to bee ſoderd upby the rich maſfe 
Of the deceaſed labours, and now and then 
The troupe of, 7 beſerch, and 7 protefh. 
And belcene it ſweet, is mix's4 with two or theee 
Hopetull, well ſtockt, neat-clothed Citizens. 
Rai. Bur as wee fee the ſonne of a Divine 
Seldome prooues Preacher, ot a Lawycrs ſotine 
Rarely a Pleader,(for they ſtrive to rugue 
A various fortune from their Anceftors:) 
So tis rightgeaſon for the Marchants wi 
To be the Citizens lou'd ſecond Spoule. 
taco. V arietie of hy! agond vr us ſtill, + 
One difh though nere ſo doth quicklyfill. 
V'Vhen divers cates the pallates ſenſe delight, 
And with freſh taſte creates new appetite. | 
Therefore my widdow thee caſhiers the blacks 
Forſweares,turnes off the furd-gownes,and (i 
The begroute of -her ſuitors,thinkes and thinkes, 


Wy 


And ftraight her queſting thoughts ſprings up a Knight! 


Haue after then a maineythe game's afoot, 
The match clapt up, tut tis the-Knight muſt doo'r. - 
Ran. Then mult my pretty peat be tan'd andreatlyd, 


ace. Nffe, Matk'd, and Ladied, with my more theg | 


moſt (weer Madam : 
But how long doth this 
Faith ris but a waſh ſent. 


te of (weet Madam laſt Þ 
riorous Sit | 


Q 3 Begins 


What you Wil. 


Begins to crack geſts on his Ladies front, 
Touches her new ſtampt geatry,takes a glut. 
Keepes out,abandons homezand ſpends and ſpends ' 
Till Rocke be melted,then fir takes up here, 
Takes up theregtill no where ought is left. 
Then for the Low-countries,hay for the French, 
And ſo(to make up rime) good night ſweet wench, 
Ran. By bleſſednefle weele Rop this fatall lor. 
Jaco. But how ? but how ? 
Ran. V Vhy ſtay lets thinke a plot. 
An. Was not Albano Beletz0 honourable rich ? 
Ran. Not peer'd in Venice, for birth,fortune,loue, 
An. Tis (carce three moneths linece fortune gaue him 
Ran. In the blacke fightin the Yenetian gulte. (dead- 
An. You hold a truth. 
Ran. Noyv what agigelet is this Celia ? 
An. To match (o {uddaine ſo unworthily ? 
Ran. V hy ſhe might haue 
An. V Vho might not Celia haue ? 
The paſſionare inamor'd /acomo: 
Jaco. T he paſſionate inamor'd Jacomo. 
An. Of honord whe not meanely rich. 
Ran. The (prightfull piſo, the great Florentine, 


 Aurelics Tuber. 


And. And to leaue theſe all, 
And wed a wandring Knight Sir Zaverdure, 


A God knowes what ? | 


Ran. Brother thee ſhall nor, ſhall our blood be moun- 
orcld with the corruption of a ſtragling Freach ? 
And. Saint Marke the ſh:ll nor. 
Taco. She (hall not fathers by our brother ſoules. 
.* Ran. Good day, - + 0 
Jaco. Wilh mc good day? it Rands inidte ſtead, 
My Celios loſt,all my-good dayes are dead. 
 *  TheComets ſound @ floriſh.  . 


| Hark Zgrenqo Celſothe looſe Yenice Duke, - 


Lo Is 


What you will. 


Ts going to bed, tis now a forward morne 

Fore he take reſt.O ſtrange transformed ſight, 

V Vhen Princes make night day the day-their night. 
And. Come weele petition him, | 
laco. Away away, | , '| 

He ſcornes all plaints, makes jeſt of ſerious ſute, 

Ran. Fall out as't rwill 1 am reſolved to do'r. 


T be Cornets ſound. 


Enter the D the coupled with @ Lady , two couples more 
with them , the men having tobacco pipes un their 
hands, the women ſit, they daunce a round. The Pe- 
tition is delivered up by Randolto , the Duke lights 
hi tobacco pipe with it, and goes out dauncing. 


Ran. Saint Marge, Saint Marte. 
1aco. Did not I tell you, looſe no morerich time, 
VVhat can one get but mire from a Swine ? 
And. Lets worke a crofſe,weele fame it all about, 
The French man's gelded. 
Ran. O that's abſolute. 
1aco. Fie ont away, ſhee knowes too well tis falſe, 
I feare it too well. No no I hau't will ſtrongly do't, 
Who knowes Franciſco Soran7 a ? * 
Ran. Pulh,piſh,why what of him ? | 
1aco. Is hee not wondrous like your deſea('d kinſman 
Albano. | 
And. Exceedingly, the ftrangeſt neerely like 
In voice, in geſture,face in 
Ran. Nay he hath 4lbanos imperfection too, 
And ftuts when he is vehemently mou'd. 
Jaco. Obſerue me then, him would I haue diſpuiſ'd, 
Moſt perfe& like 41bano : giving out, 
Albano (au'd by (wimming (as in faith, ; S208 h — 
Tis knowne he ſwome moit ſtrangely) rumour him, 
This morne arriu'd in Venice, here to lurke. 
As having heard the for-warg Nuptials, +00 


Rl 


T/ +) x 


What you Will. 
T*obſerve his wifes moſt infamous lewd haſt, 
And tg reyense 
 Ren6 Ehhay't, Ihay'r, I hav't, twill be invincible. 

Jaco. By this meancs now ſome little time we catch, 
For better hopes at leaſt diſturbe the march, 

A214. Ihe to Franciſco. 

Ran. Brother ddrias, 

You haye our brothers pifture, ſhape him to it. 

And. Preciſe in each hut Taſſel, feare it not. 

Ran. Saint Mark then proſper onee our hopetull plot. 
#as. Good ſoules,oood day,l have not ſlept laſt night, 
Fle take a nap,then pell mell broach all ſpight. Excurt. 


AcTvs II. Scrna [, 


One knochet : Laverdure drawes the curtaines fitting on his 
Bed aparreMling himſelfe, his Trunks of 4parre# fan 
ding by bim. 


Feve.T_TO Bidett Lackey, 
#yd, + $Sigmor. 


Enter Bydett with water and 4 towel. 

Leve. See who knocks, look you boy, peruſe their ha» 
Þits, returne perfe& notice, lala ly ro. 

: Exit Bydert ,aud returnes preſextly. 
Byd. Quadratus. | 
Lave. Auadratus, mor dieu, ma vie : 1 lay not at my 

lodging to might, 1le nor {ee him now, og my ſoule hee's 

in his old Perpernona fue, I am not within. 

Byd. He is faire, gallant, rich, near as a Bridegroome, 
freſh as 2 new-minted fix-pence,with hyn Lampatho Pu- 
rig, Symplicius Faber. © 
Lav. And in gaogclothes ? 

- Byd. Accoutred worthy a preſcnee. 

Lave. Yds ſa + mygold wrought waſtceat, and night- 
Cap, open my TI runke, ay my xichel} jure on cle of my 

: . Velvet 


What you Will. 
Velyet flippers, cloth of gold Gamaſkes, vyherc are my 
cloth of ſilver hoſe, lay them —— con al 
Byd. Atpawne fir, _ - 
Lave. No fir,l doe not bid you lay them at pawne fir.. 
Bod. No far, you necd not, for they are there already. 
Leve. Myr dieu gar7one : (ct my richeſt ei eres 
ters, Hatts, juſt in the way af their eyes, {o letthem tn, 
| obſerve me with all dutious reſpeR, ler theon in. 
_ Quadratus, Lampatho Doria, apdSymplicius 
Faber. 
Quad. Phebus, Phybhe, Sunnc, Moone , and ſcyen 
Starres, make thee the dilling of Foxtunc, my {weet L,4- 


verdure, my rich French blood, ha yee deere rogye, haff 
any pudding Tobacco ? 

Lam, Good morrow Sjz2nior, 8 

Sim, Mounſieur Laverdure,do. you ſee that Gentleman, 
he goes but in blacke $ attin as you ſee, byt by Heltcog 1 
hath acloth of Tiſſue wit,he hreakes a xſt,ha,hec'l.rayle 
againſt the Court,til the gallants—O god he, 1s rel Ne 
far,if you but ſip of his Love,you were 1immartall, I mult 
needs make you knoyne to - ut Ile induce your love 
with deere regard. Signſer I entparhy: here's a French gen- 
tleman Mounſieur Laverdure a T ravcller, a belqyed ot 
heaven, courts your acquaintance. Es 

Lem. Sir I proteſt 1 not anely.take diſtin notice of 
your deere rarities of exterior preſence, but alſo L peg 
I am moſt, vehemently inamour'd, and. ve prhonnes y 
dote on your inyyard adornements. and habilities of  ſpt- 
rit, I proteſt I ſhall be proud to.doe you moſt gbſequuous 


vaſſalage. 


Qua. Is not this rare, now : now by, Gargons head, Ss 
I gape, and am ſtruck Rafe with, wonderment =. l - + 
At fot of thele ſtrange, Beaſts. Yon Chamblet youth, CE | 
Stmplicius Faber har Homabrodite, | | 
Party par-poote, that baſtard Mopngrell ſoule, 


Is nought but admiration and,applaufe, .- 
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What you will. 


Of you Lempatho Doria, a fuſty caske, 
Devote to movldy cuſtomes of hoar'd eld, 

Doth he but ſpeake, O tones of heayen ut (elfe, 
Doth he once write, O Teſu, admirable, | 
Cryes out Simplicius : then Lampatho (pits, 
And ſayes faith tis good. But O to marke yon thing 
Sweat to nnite acquaintance to his friend, 
Labour his praiſes, and indeere his worth 

With titles all as formally tri& forrh, 

As che cap of a Dedicatory Epiſtle, 

Then fir, to view Lawpatho, he proteſts, 

Proteſts and vowes ſuch ſuddain heat of love, 

That O twere warmth enough of mirth to dry 

The ſtintleſle teares of old Heraclitus, 

Make Niobe to lavgh. — 

Lam. I proteſt Ithall be proud to give proofe, I hold a 
mo religious affiance with your loye. 
 Leve. Nay gentleSignior. 

Lam. Let me not live els,I proteſt T will ſtraine my ut- 
moft finewes in ſtrengthning your pretious eſtimate , I 
proteſt, I will do all rights in all good offices that friend- 
 ſhipcantouch, or ampleſt vertue deſerve, 

, Qua. I proteſt beleeye him not, Ile beg thee Laverdure 

For aconceal'd ideot, if thou credite him, 

He's a Hyena, and with Civit (cent 

Ofperfum'd words drawes to wake a prey 

For laughter of thy credite. O this hot crackling love, 

That blazeth on an inſtant, flames me our 

On the leaſt puffe of kindneffe, with proteſt, proteſt, 

Catzo I dread theſe hot proteſts, that prefie 

Come on ſo faſt, nono, away, away, 

Yeu are a common friend, or will betray. 
. Let meclip amity that's got with ſute, 

T hate this whoriſh love that's profticute. 

Lave. Horne on my T ailor, cond he not bring home 

My Sattin, T affata, er T ifſue fute:  ©+- 


But 


What you-will. 
But I muſt needs be cloath'd in wollen thus. 
Bydeit, what ſayes he for my ſilver hoſe ? 
And prim-roſe ſattin doublet ? gods my life, 
Gives he no more obſervance to my body ? 

Lam. O in that laſt ſute gentle £ anvil 
Viſite my lodging : by Apokto's front 
Doe buc enquire my name ; O ſtraighr:they'l (ay 
Lampathe (utes himſelfe in ſuch a hoſe. 

Sim. Marke that Quadratas. 

Lam. Conſorts himſelfe with ſuch a doublet, 

Sim. Good,good,good, O Ileſu admirable. 

Lave. La Ia? ro fir, 

Lam. O Pallss ! Quadratus, harke,harke,a moſt com- 
pleat phantaſmaza moſt ridiculous humour, piithee ſhoot 
him { ene and through with a jeſt, make him ly by the 
lce, thou Baſulis/co of wit, 

Sim.O Ielu,admirably well ſpoken, Angelicall tongne. 
244. Grathonicall coxcombe. 

Lam. Nay prithee feare fiot, he is no edge toole, you 
may jeſt with him. 

Sim. No edge toole, oh ! 

. Qua, T ones of heaven it ſelfe. 
Sim, T ones of heaven it (clfe. 
Qua. By bleſſedneſſe I thought ſo. 
Lan. Nay when, when ? 
2u.Why thou Polehead,thou 1anus,thou poultron,thou 

proteit, thou Eare=wig that wriggleſt into mens braines, 
thou durty curre that bemyerſt with thy fawning,thou— 

Lam. Obſcure me, or 

ua. Sinior Laverdure,by the heart of an honeſt man, 

this Jebuſite, this confuſion to him, this worſe then I dare 

name, abuſech thee moſt incomprehenfibly z is this your 

proteſt of moſt obſequious vaſſalage, proteſt to ſtrain your 
utmoſt ſumme,your moſt w_ - 

Lam. So Phebus warme my braine,Ile rime thee dead, 

Looke for the Satyre, if all the ſower juice 
Of 


% 
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What you Wil. 


Of a tart braine,can ſoveſc thy eſtimate, | 
Ile pickle thee. 
Dua. Hazhe mount. Chirg{ on the wings of fame. 
A horſe,a horſe,my kingdome for a aw 
Looke thee I ſpeake play (craps, Bydet Ile downe, 
Sing, ſing, or ſtay weele quaſte,or any thing 
Riuo, Saint Marke, lets talke as looſe as ayre, 
Vn-wind youths colours, diſplay our (clues, 
So that yon eavy-ſtaryed Curre may yealpe, 
And ſpend his chaps at our Phantaſtickneſlc. 
Sym. © Lord Quadratus. 
Dna. Away Idolater,why you Don Kin/ayder, 
Thou Cazker caten ruſty curre, thou ſnaffic 
To freer ſpirits. 
Think'f thou a libertine, an ungiu'd breaſt 
Scornes not the ſhackles of thy enyious clogs, 
Yeu will traduce us unto publicke ſcorn. 
Lam. By $8” Sa _ "FM NP 
24. 4 fuotre for thy hand, t,thy braineg 
rn malice, organs. Tea by 
Shall a free-borne that holds Aztipathy. 
Lam. Antipathy. 
Qua. I Antipathy. © (tude, 
A native hate unto the curſe of man, bare-pated ſervi- 
Quake at the frovwnes of a ragg'd Satyrif, 
A $krubbing rayler whoſe cok hardn'd fortune, 
Grating his hide,galling his ftarved ribs, 
Sits howling at Deſerts more battle fate, 
Who out of dungeon of his blacke Diſpaires, 
Skoulcs atthe fortune of the faiter GHertr. 
Lam. Tut Piglet all run glib and ſquare. 
Bua. Vas futt hee cogs and cheats your ſimpler 
thoughts. 
My (pleen's a fice in the heate of hate; 
I beare theſe gnats-that humme about our cares, 


And fting-blilter qur credii's in ebſcured fhades, 


Lam, 
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What you Wil. 


Lam. Pemte bougrg,lazla,lag4itſhaugh, 

Shall I forbeare wn {mg or vault, 

To weare freſh clothes,or weare perfymed ſweets, 

f 1 o trick my face,or glory in my tate, 

To abandon —- ud 7 rat 

My fancies humour, for a ſtiffe joynted, 

Tattr'd naſty caber fac'd, puhlagla, ly r0. 
©4u3. Now by thy Ladies cheeke I honour thee, 

My rich tree-blood, © wy deare libertine, 

I could ſuck the juice, the firrop of thy lip,, 

For thy moſt generous thought. My Ely | 
Lam. O fir you are (o (qugre you (eorne reproefe. 
24a, No fir ſhould dilcreete Maſtigophores, 

Or the deare ſpirit acute Canaidus 

(That Aretine ; that moſt of me belowd, 

Who in the rich eſteeme I prize his ſoule 

I rerme my ſclfe) ſhould thele once menace me, 

Or curbe my humours with well goyern'd checks 

T ſhould yvith moſt induſtrious regard, 

Obſeruc,abſtaine,and curbe wy Skipping lightaeſle : 

Bac vyhen an arrogant odd impudcat, 

A bluſhleſſe fore-head onely our of ſenſe = 

Of his oyvne vvants,baulcs in malignant queſting, 

At others meanes of waving gallantry 3 

P ight four. | 
Lam. I raile at none you well (quai*d Sextor. 
914. I cagnot tell, tis now grovrne faſhian, 

Whats out of rayling?3 cut of faſhion : 

A man can ſcarce pur on a tuckt up cap, | 

A button'd frizado ſute,ſcareecatc good meates 

Anchoues,cavigre, but hee's Satired 

And ternvd phantaſticalt : by the muddy fpareac 

Ot ſlimy Neughrtes, vvhen troth P havte/tickve/t, 

T hat vvhich the-naturall Sopbifers sxarme, 

Phantafia inccmplexa, is a fundtion, 

Even of the bright immortall part of man. 


Tt 
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IWhat you Wtll. 


ſt is the common paſſe,the ſacred dore, 
Vato the privie chamber of the ſoule, 


That bar'd nought paſſeth paſt the baſer Court 
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Of outward ſenſegby, itth'inamorate, vw 
Moſt lively thinkes he ſecs the abſent beauties || © 
| | Of his lou'd miſtrefle. an 


CLOS 


By it we ſhape a new creation, 
Of things as yer unborne,by it we feed 


Our ravenous memory, our intention feaſt, Li 
Slid he that's not Phantaſtical's a beaſt. (nefle. le: 
Lam. Moſt phantafticall proteRion of phantaſtick- * I Y© 
Las, Faith tis good, W 


Qua. So't be phantaſticall *ris wits life blood. 


Lau. Come Senior my lepees are girt, A 
Qua. Phantaſtically. Ares. : | A 
Zan. After a ſpeciall humour a new cut. {ti 
Qua. Why they tis rare,tis excellent. Vas fur ſu 
And I were to be hang'd I would be choakt, JE 
Phantaſtically he can hw be ſan'd, G 


That's not phancaſticall,] ftand firme to it. 
Lau. Nay then ſweet fir giue reaſon, come on, when, 
Qua. T's he{{ to runne in common baſe of men. 
Lau. Haſt not run thy ſelfe out of breath bullic ? 
9ua. And I haue not jaded thy eares more thenT } ® 
haue tierd my tongue, I conld run diſcourſe, put him out 
of his full pace. 
I could powre ſpeech till thou cryd'ft hogbut troth, 
I dread a glut,and I confefle much loue 
To freer gentry, whoſe pert agill ſpirits | 
Is tao much froſt-bit,Qumb'd with ill ftaind ſnibs, 
Hath tenter-reach'd my ſpeech. By Brutus blood 
He is a turfe that will be ſlaue to man ; ZN 
But hess'a beaft that dreads his miſtrefle fan. | 
Ley. Come all mirth and ſolace , capers, healrhs and 
To morrow are my nuptials cclebrare : (whiſfes, . 


All friends all friends, 


Lan. 


IWhat you will.. 


Lam. I proteſho— (Phangs, 
Ous, Nay leaue proteſts, pluck out your ſnarling 
When thou haſt meanes be phantaſticall , and ſociable; 
20C to, here's my hand, and you want fourtie ſhillings I 
am your Mecenas though nor A tavis edite regibus. 
Lam. Why content and I proteſt 
Qua. Ile no proteſt. 
Lam. Well and I doe not leaue theſe fopperics doe nor 
lend me fourtie ſhillings,and ther's my hand , I embrace 
you,loue yougnay adore thee ; for by the juice of worme- 
wood,thou haſt a bitter braine . | 


Qua. You Simplicius ? woult leaue that ſtaring fellow 


Admiration , and Adoration of thy acquaintance, wilt ? 
A ſcorne out tis odious , tgo eager a defcnce 'argues a 
ſtrong oppoſition , and too yehetnent a prayſc, drawes a 
ſulſpition of others worthy diſparagement, 
Set tapers to bright day,it ill befits, 
Good wines can vent themſelues, and not = WIts. 
S ym. Good truth I loue you,and with the gract of 
LHe be yery Civill andom—_ -+ (Heaven, 
Qua. Phantaſticall. 
Sym, Ile be ſome thing , I haue aconceald humour in 
me, and twere broach'd ewold ſpurt [faith. 
£ua. Come then Saint Marke,lct's be as lighr as ayre, 
As freſh and jocond as the breſt of May : 
I pree thee good French knight,good x 5 checkt chub, 
-Runne ſome French paſſage, come lets ſee thy vyaine, 
Dances,Sceanes and Songs,royall entertaine. 
Lau. Petite,lacqueypage.page, Bydet (ing 
Giue icthe French jerke,quicke (part, Ightly,ha, 
Ha, her's a turne unto my Lucea. (ſure, 
Qua. Stand ſtifte,ho ſtand,take footing firme ſtand 
For if thou fall before chy miſtreſſe - | 
Thy man-heod's dam'd ; ſtand firme—ho good,ſo,ſo. 


The Paunce and Song. 


Las. 
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What you will. 

Las. Comenow via alounete Celia. 
Bgs. Stay,take an old rime fidſt, though drie &leahe, 
Trwall (rue to cloſe the ftomacke of the Sceane. 
Las. T hisis thy humour to berimne us ſtill, 
Never (o flightly pleas'd, bur out they flie. 

Qua. They are mine owne,no gleaned Poetry; 
My tafhions kaownezout rime, tak* as you lift : 
A fe for the fowre browd Zoitift . 


Muſecke, Tobacco, Sacke and Sleepe, 

The tide of Sorrow backward keepe. 

1f thou art ſad at others fare, 

Rivo drizte deepe,gine care the mate. 

Oz vs the end of time u.come, 

Foxd feare of that we cannot ſhun, 

Whilſt quickeſt ſenſe doth freſhly laſ?, 

_ Clep time about, hag pleaſure faſt. 

The Stfiers ravell out 0ur twine, 

Hee that &nowes little's mvſt divine. 

Errour deludes ; whole beat this hence, 

Nought kbnowne but by exterior ſenſe. 

Lot $lory vlaxon others deed, 

My bloud then breath cranes better mced. 

Let twatling Fame cheat others reſt, 

1 amnodiſh for Rumours feafs. 

Lett Honour others hope abuſe, 

He nothing baue, ſo nought will tsoſe* 
Ile ftrine ra:bee not great nor ſmall, 
Toliue nay dye, fate helpeth al. 

W hen 1 can:breath no longer, then 
Heaven take all ; thevt put Amen 


How iſt, how iſt ? | 

La. Eairh fo » {o-, Telamant » quebtment, 
As't pleaſe Opinion to currant it. 
£2as. VVhy thewvia lers wake. : 


Las. I 


What you Will. 

Lau. I muſt giue notice ro an odd Pedaft az we paſſe, 
of my Nuprtials; I uſe himyfor he 1s obſcure, and he hall 
marry us in private: I have many enemies, but ſecreſic is 
the beſt evaſion from Enyvie. 

ua. Holds it to morroww ? 

Lau. 1 firme, abſolne. : 

Lam. Ile ſay Amen, if che Prieſt be mute. 

Oua. Epythelamiums will 1 fing my chucke, 

Goe on, ſpend freely, out on droffe, tis mucke. 
Exeunt. 


Enter a Schoole-maSter , drawes the cartaines behinde, 
with Battus Nows, Slip, Nathanieli, agd Holofer- 
nes Pippo , /choole-boyes , fitting with Bookey is 
their hands. 


All. Salve Magifter. 

Ped. Salvere pueri, eſtote ſalvi,vos ſalvere exopto vohic 
{alutem, Batre mi fil, fit mt Batte. 

Bat. Quid wis ? | 

Ped. Stand forth, repeat your leſſon without Beoke. 

Bat. A nowne is the name of a thing that may bee 
feene,felt,heard or underſtood. 

Ped, Good boy, on, on, 

Bat. Of nownes,{ome be ſubſtantives, and ſome ber 
ſubſtantiues. 

ped. AdjeQtines. 

Bet. AdjeQtiues; a nowne ſubſtantiue either is proper 
to the thing that i detokeneth. 

Ped. VVellto numbers. 

Bat. In Nownes bee tyyo numbers , the Singular and 
the Phurall ; rhe Singular number ſpeaketh of onegas La- 
pis,a tone, the Plurall ſpeaketh of more then one,as La- 
pides, ſtones. 

red. Good child, now thou art 


proceed to the cafes Now, fay you next Now, wher's 
your 


paſt Lapider Stones, mm. | 
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What you will. 


your leſſon Now ? 

Nozs. I am in a verbe forſooth, 

Ped. Say on forſoothy (ay ſay. 

Now. A yerbe is a part of ſpeech, declined with mood 
and tenſe and bertoknerh doing, as AmolT loue. 

Ped. How many kind of verbes are there ? 

Now. 2. Perſonall and imperſonall. 

ped. Of verbes perſonals, how many kinds ? 

Now. Fiue, Actwe, Paſſive , Neuter, Deponent and 

Common. 

A Verbe ARiue endeth in O and betokneth to doe, as 
Amo 1 loue , and by putting to R it may bee a paſliue as 
Amor | am loved. 

ped. Very good child, now learne to know the Depo- 
nent and Common : Say you llip, 

Slip. Cedant arma toge,concedant lauris lingue. 

ped. What part of ſpeech is lipgua,tnflefetnfletie. 

Slip. Stingulariter,nomiaatiuo, hec lingua. ' * 

ped. Why is lingag the Feminine gender ? 

Slip. Forſooth becauſe it is the Feminine gender. 

Ped. Ha thou Aﬀe,thou Dolt, [dens per tdemw,marke it : 
lingua is declined with Hec the Feminine, becauſe it is a 
houſhold ſtuffe particululy belonging ,. and moſt com- 
monly re{ident under the roofe of womens mouthes. 
Come on you X athaniell, lay you,fay you next, not too 
faſt,ſay trerably,ſay. 

Nath. Maſcula dicuntur Monnfilaba nomiga quedam. 

Ped. Faſter,faſter. (a5,mas, 

Nath. Yt ſal,/olzren, & ſþlen : car,ſer, vir, vas,vady, 
Bes,cres,pres  pes,glisglirens habens genetiuo, 

Mos flos.ros & tros,muns ;dens,nnons ,pons. 

Fed. Fup, tup,/nup flup, bor,bor,cor, mor : holla,bolle, 
hatla, you Holifernes Pippo , put him downe, wipe your 
noſe : fie on your {leeue, where's your Muckender, your 
Grand-mother gaue you ? - well ſay on,fay on, 

Hal. Pree maiter what words this ? , 
read, 


od 


What you Wil}- 
yed. Aſſe, 4ſſe. - 
Hol. As tn preſentiperfeFum format in, in, in: 
Ped. In what far ? 
Hol. Perfeum format in what (ir? | 
Ped. In what fir ? in av, 
Hol. In what fir, in ever. 
Vt no, nas, pavi, Vocito, Vocitas, Voct,v05t, VICE 
Ped, What's next ? 
Hol. Yod, whar's next. 


Ped. Why thou ungratious child,thou ſimple animal; 


thou barnacle. Nous ſnare him, take him up, and you 
were niy father,you ſhould up, 

Hol. Indeede I am not your father, O Lord now for 
God fake, let me goe ovt,my morker told a thing,T ſhall 
bewray all elſe. Harke you Mafter, my Grand mother 


treats you to come to dinner to morrow morning. | 
| Ped. I ſay untruſſe, take him up, Now diſpatch, what 


not perfet in 4ſein preſenti ? 

Hol. In truth lle be as perfe& an {ſe in preſepti, as a- 
ny of this company,with the grace of God law,this ogce; 
this once; and I doe ſo any more —-— 

ped. I ſay hold him up. 

Hol. Ha, let mce ſay my prayers firſt. You know nor 
what you ha done now, all the firrup of my braine is run 
into my buttockes, and ye ſpill the juice of my wit,well, 
ha ſweet, ha (weet, hunny barbary fuger (weert maſter. 

ped. Sancetricks,trifles, delays DE procraſti- 
nations,or recardations, mount him, mount him. 


Exter Quadratus, Lampatho, Laverdure, and 
Siumplicins. 
Lua. Be mercifull my gentle Signtor. , 
Lave. Wee'l ſue his pardon out. 


Ped. He is reprived,and novy Apolloblefie yourbrains, 


tious in the cycs of your Maftris. © 


P Lave. 
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What you wil. 


T1 Lau. You muſt along with us, lend private eare. 
1 04 Sim. what is your name ? 

Hol. Holifernes Pippo. 

Sim. V Vho gaue you that name ? Nay let me alone 
for ſpoſing of a (choller. 

Hol. My god-fathers and god-mathers in my baptiſme, 

Sim. Truly gallants I am inamord on thee boy, wilt 
thou ſerue me ? 

Hol. Yes and pleaſe my grand-mother when I come to 
yeares of diſcretion. 

Ped. And you haue a propenfitude to him, he ſhall be 
for you: I was ſolicited to graunt him leaue to play the 
Lady in Comedies preſented by children, but 1 knevv his 
voice was too ſmall , and his ſtature roo lowing, fing a 
treble Holifernes , fing 
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The Song. 


A very ſmall ſweer voice lle aflure you. 
| ua. Tis (mally ſweete indeed. 
Ml :: Sim. A very pretty child, hold up thy head, there, buy 
{| i thee ſome plums. | 
| | Qaa. Nay they muſt play,you goe along with us. 
4 Ped. Ludendi venia eſt petita & conceſſa. 
WI. | All. Gratias. 
| Sim. Pippo's my Pageghow like you him, ha ? has hee  « 
f not a good facezha * | 
Lau. Exceeding amiable ; come away), ] 
I long to ſee my loue my Celia. | ( 
> | Sim. Carry my 'rapier hold up ſo, good child, ſtay gal- |} - 
Fi ants umph a ſweet face. k 
i Lam. | relth not this mirth,my ſpirit is untwilt, 
My heart is r:veld out in diſcoatents, - h 
d 
1 
o 


I am deepe thoughtfull,and | ſhoote my ſoule bs 
Through all creatioga of omnipotence, (humour, 
Qua. What art melancholy Z ampo ? Ie feed thy 
| lie giue thee reaſon ſtraight to hang thy ſelfe, 


7 


Mark't 


ce 


JVhat you Will. 


Mark't market: In heavens handy-worke ther's naught. 


Belecue it, Es | 
Lam. In heavens handy-worke ther's naughty 
None more vile,accurſed,reprobare to bliſſe 
Then man, 'mong men a {choller moſt. 
Things onely flethly ſenfitiue, an Oxe or Horſe; 
They live and eate,and fleepe,and drinke,and dye, 
And are not toucke with recolleRions 
Of things ore-paſt or Raggerd infant doubts, 
Of things ſucceeding : but leaue the manly beaſts, 
And giue but pence a pcece to haue a fight 
Of beaſtly man now. | 
Sine. V Vhat ſo Lampatho, good truth I will not pay 
your Ordinary if you come nor. 
Lam. Doſt heare that yoice. Ile make a parrat now 
As good a man as hee in fourtecne nights, 
I never heard him vent a fillable 
Cf his owne creating fince I knew the uſe 
Of eyes and cares. Well he's perfe&t bleſt, 
Beoauſc a perfe&t beaſt. Ile 'gage my heart 
He knowes no difference efſentiall | 
Twixt my dog and him. The koreſon ſot is bleit; 
Is rich in ignorartee;makes faire yſance on't, 
And every day augments his barbariſme, 
$o love me Ealmnes I doe envy him fort; 
I was a ſcholler : ſeven uſcfull ſprings 
Did I defloure in quotations, 
Of crofl'd opinions *bour the ſoule of man ; 
The more I learnt the more I learnt to doubt, 
Knowledge and wit faiths fogs,turne faith about. 
Sim. N ay come good Senior, 1 ſtay all the gentlemen | 
here, I wood faine ge my pretty Page a pudding pie. 
Lam. Honeſt Epicure. (I bauſ'd leaucs, 
Nay marke liſt delight , deljght my ſpaniell ſlept, whilſt 
Toffd ore the dunces,por'd on the ld print | 


Of titled words,and ſtill my ſpamell ſlepe, "RT 
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What you Well. 


Whulft I waſted lampe oile,bated my fleſh, 
Shrunk vp my veines, and {till my ſpaniell ſlept. 
And Ri]lI'T held conuerſe with Zabare# 
Aquinas, Scotus, and the muſty [awe 
Of antick Donate, ſtill my ſpaniel] flept 
Still on went, firſt ax fit anima, 
T hen and it were mortall,D9 hold, hold, 
At that they are at braine buffers, fell by the cares, 
A maine pell-mel! together; ſtill my ſpaniell flepe, 
Then whether twere Corporeall,Locall,Fixr, 
Extraduce,but wherher*r had free will 
Or no, ho Philoſophers 
Srood banding faQions,all ſo ſtrongly propr, 
I ſtaggerd, knew not which was firmer part, 
But thought, quoted, read,obſcry'd and pryed, 
Stufft noting Bookes, and ſtill my ſpaniell ſlept. 
At length he wakt, and yawndzand by yon skie, 
For ought I know he kntwas much as T. 
Sim. Delicate good Lampatho,come away. 
I affure you 1le giue but two pence more. 
Lam. How twas cteated,how the ſoule ex fiſts; 
One talkes of niotes, the ſoule was made of mores, 
An other fire,tother light,a third a ſpark of Rtar-like na- 
Hippo water, :1naxtmenes zyre, (ture, 
Ariſtcxenus Muſicke, Critias 1 know not what, 
A company of odde phrenctici 
Did cate my youth ; and whenT crept abroad, 
Finding my humnefle in this nimble age, 
I fell a caylins ; butnow ſoft and flow, : 
I know,T know noaght, bur I nought doe know, 
WhatſhaltI ety" frm whatcoutſe ie ? 
emporiſt 


£48. Why turne a "rovy with the tide, 
Purſue the cut,the fafhion of the ape; 
Welk heere's my-Schollers courſe, t a Schoole, 
And then a ten-pound Cure,keepe bothythen buyz' © 


(Stay marry,l marry) then a farme'or [6, 


Serue 


- 


- And curne Phantaſtike : 


What you wil.. 
Serue God and Mammon, to the Devill g0Cc, 
Aﬀedt ſome SeR, T'tis the [eR is it, 

So thou canſt ſeeme, 'tis held the precious wit : 
And,O if thou canft pet ſome higher ſeat, 
Where thou mayſt (ell your holy portion, 
(Which charitable providence ordained 

In ſacred bountie toy a blefled uſe) 

Alien the Gleabe, intaile it to thy loynes, 
Intombe it in thy graue 

Paſt reſurrc&ion to his natiue uſe. 

Now if there bee a hell, and ſuch (wine (av'd, 
Heauen take all, that's all my hopes haue crav'd. 


Enter Ptppo. 
Pip. My Simplictas Maiter. 
Lam. Your Maſter Simplicius. 
Pip. Has come to you to ſent. 
Lam. Has ſent to me to come. 
Pip. Haha, has bought me a fine dagger, and a Hatt, 
and a feather; I can ſay As is preſenti now. 


Company of Boyes within. 
Quadratus, Quadratus, away,away. ; 
Lam. We come ſweet gallants; & grambling hare lye 

= that climbes a hill, (Qull , 
Muſt wheele abour, the ladder to account 
Is flye diflemblance ; he that meanes to mount, 
Mult lye all levell in the proſpeiue 
OF eager ſighted greatnefſe,;thou wornldft thrive, 
The Vepiceitate is young,looſe and unknit, 
Canrelliſh noaghe bur luſhious yamities 
Goe hit his rooth, O glavering flattery, 
How potent art thou : front looke þriske and fiecke, 
T hat ſuch baſe durt as you ſhould dare ro reeke = 
In Princes noftrills, Well, my'(ceane is long. 
All within. Quadretus. © - (rel 
214, I come hot bloeds, thoſe that their ſtare would 
Pap 2 Muſt 


What you will. 
Muſt beare a counter-face : the divell and hell 


Confound them all, that's al my prayers exa&, 
So ends eur char, ſound Muſicke for the AR, Exeunt. 


Acrys III. SCEnA I. 


Enter Franciſco halfe dreff, in his black doublet andround 
| Cap, thereſt rich, Tacomo bearing his hat and feather, 
Adrian his doublet and hand, Randolto his cloake and 
Paffe, they cloth Franciſco, whil/t Bydet creepes is and 
ob/erues them. Much of this don whilſt the Af ts playing. 


Fray. F* God-ſake remember to take ſpeciall markes 
of me, or you will never be able to know me. 

Adri. Why man ? 

Fra. Why, good faith I ſcarce know my ſelfe already, 
me thinkes I ſhould remember to forget my ſelfe, now I 
am ſo ſhining brave. Indeede Franct/co was alwayes a 
ſweet youth,tor I am a perfumer,but thus brave? I am an 
alien to.it, would you make me like the drown'd Albano, 
mult I beare't manly up, muſt I be he? _ 

Ran. Whart elſe man? O whatelſe ? 

Zaco. T warrant yon, give him but faire rich clothes, 
He can be tane, reputed any thing, | 
Aparrell's growne a God, and goes more neat, 

Makes men of ragges, which ſtraight he beares aloft, 
Like paxched ſcar-crowes to affright the ront Fi 
Of the Idolatrous valgar, that worſhip Images, 
Stand aw'd, and bare-skalp'r at the olofle of lilkes, 
Which like the glorious 4jax of Lincolnes 1nne, 
(Suyrvay'd with wonder by me when I lay 

Factor in Londen) lappes upnought but filth, 

And Excrements, that beare the thape of men, 
Whoſe in-fide every day would pecke and teare, 

But that vaine ſcar-crow clothes intreates forbeare. 

' Fren. You would have me take upon me Albans, 

DE - - T7 | A valiant 


W aqMzMz Wim OO * ww wi FF”, TT > FE VUDOCCa. 


L od 


_ of faith? O villany. 


What you Will. 


A valiantgallant Venetian Dm_—_ 
Well, my beard, my feather, ſhdrt (word, and my 'eth 
Shall do't, feare not, What I know a number 
By the ſole warrant of a Lappy-beard, 
A raine-beart plume, and a good chop-filling oath, 
With an od French ſhrug, and by the Lord or fo, 
Ha leapt into (weet Captaine with ſuch eaſe, 
As you would fear't not, Ile gage my heart Ile do'r, 
How fits my Hat, ha, lacke, | 4 my feather wag ? 
laco. Me thinkes now in the common ſenſe of faſhion, 
Thou ſhouldſt grow proud, and like/a fore-horſe view 
None bur before- hand pallants, as for fides, 
And thoſe thatranke inequall file with thee, 
Study a faint ſalute, grve a ſtrange eye, 
But as to thoſe in rere-ward, O be blind, 
The world wants eyes, and cannot ſee behind. 
Fra Where is the ſtrumpet,where's the hotyaind French, 
Lives not Al bano, hath Celia (o forgot 
Albano's love, that ſhe muſt forth-with wed 
A run-about, a skipping Frenchman — 
1aco. Now you mult grow in heat, and ſtut. 
Fran. An od Phantaſma, a beggar, a fir, a who who 
who what you will, a ſtragling go go gogunds, ff f fur— 
Adri. Paſſing like him,paſling like him, O twill trike 
all dead. 
Pen. 1 am raviſht, twill be pecreleſſe exquiſite, 
Let him goe out inſtantly. 
lacg. O not till twy-lizfit, meane time Ile prop up 
The tottering rumour of 4{beno's (cape, 
And ſafe arriyall, it beginnes to ſpread, 
If chis plot live, Frenchman thy hopes are dead. Exeunz. 
Bjd. And if it live, ſtrike off this little heads. Exir, 


Enter Albano with Slip his Page. 
Alba, Can it be 2. is't poſlible ? is't wichin the bounds 


P 4 Slip. The 


What you Will, 


Slip. The clapper of rumour ſtrikes on both fides, > 

ringing, outthe French knight is in fkarme polſeſhon of 
| my miſtrefle your wife. | 

_ ___  Mlba. Iſt poſſible I ſhould be dead ſo foone 
in her affe&s? how long ilt fince our ſhiprrack ? 

Slip. Faith I have little arithmatique in me , yet I re- 
member the ſtorme made me catt up pertefly the whole 
ſumme of all I had receiu'd, three dayes before I was li- 
quord ſoundly , my guts were rinc'd for the heavens : I 
looke as pale cver ſince as if I had tane the diet this 
ſpring. 

5" i But how long iſt fince our ſhip-wrack ? 

Slip. Marry fince wee were hung by the heeles on the 
batch of Cicily,to make a jayle delivery of the ſea in our 
mawes 'tis juft three moneths: ſhall I (peake like a Poet ? 
Thrice hath the borned moone. | 

Alba. Talke not of hornes, O Celia how oft 
(When thou haſt lay'd thy cheeke upon my breaſt, 

And with laſcivious peralancie ſew'd 

For Hymeneall dalVliance marriage rites) 

O then how oft with paſſionate proteſts, 

And zealous vowes haſt thou obbeg'd thy louc, 

In datelefſe bands unto 4lbanos breaſt ? 

Then did I but mention ſecond Marriage, 

With what a bitter hate would ſhe invaigh 
Gainſt retaild wedlocks. O would ſhe -M 

If you ſhould dye, (then would ſhe flide a teare, 

And with a wanton languiſhment in-ewiſt 

Her hands) O God and you thould dye. Marry, 

Could I loue life ? my deare Albano dead, 

Should any Prince poflefie his widdowes bed ? 

And now ſee,ſee, I am bur rumord drown'd. - crown'd. 
: Slip. Sheele make you Prince, your worſhip muſt bee 
O maſter you know the woman is the weaker creature, 
She muſt haue a prop.: the maid is the brittle merrel1, 
Her head is quickly crackt : the wife is queaſie Romackt, 
- ; | _ hee 


«cd 4 8 1 dd ws. Wd © 


_ What you will. 


She muſt be fed with neyeltjes ; but then whats your 
widdow, | ; 

Cuftome is a ſecond nature z 1 ſay no more but thinke you 

* Alba. If lone be holy,if that myſterie ; (rhe ceſt. 

Of co-vnited hearts be ſacrament ; 

It the unbounded goodnefſe haue inful'd 

A {acred ardor, if a mutuall loue 

Into our Species, of thoſe amorous joyes, 

TT hoſe ſweets of life,thoſe comforts even in death, 

veg from a cauſe aboue our reaſons reach ; 

It that cleare flame deduce his heate from heayen ? 

Tis like his cauſe's eternall alwayes one, 

As is th'inſtiller of divineſt loue 

Vnchang'd by time immortall mauger death, 

But O tis growne a figment : loue a jeſt : 

A commick Poeſte; the ſoule of man is rotten 

Even to the core no ſound affeRion. 

Our loue is hollow vaulced,ftands on props, 

Of circumſtance, profit or ambrious hopes 

The other tiflue " ptonst or Chaine of pearle, 


| Makes my coy minxto nuſſel] twixt the breaſts 


Of her hull'd husband, tother Carkanet, 
Deflowres that Ladies bed : one hundred more 
Marries that loathed blowze,one ten pound ods 


; Inpromiſ'd joynture makes the hard palm'd fare, 


Intorce his daughters tender lips to arr 
At the ſharpe touch of ſome loath'd ſtubbed beard, 
T he farſt pure tirae the golden age is fled, 
Heaven knowes I lye tis now the age of pold, 
For it all marreth and even vertues (old. 

Slip. Maſter will you truſt me and Ile. 

Alba. Yes boy Ile truſt thee, babes & fooles ile truft, 
But ſervants faith,wiues loue,or fernales luſt, 
AV ſurer and the devill ſooner, Now were | dead, 
Me thinkes I ſte a huffe-cap ſwaggering fir, 
Pawaing my plate,my jewels morgage ; Nay 
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What you will. 


Selling our right the purchaſe of my browes, 
Whili my poore fatherlefle leane totterd ſonne, 
My gentnes reliques,my houſes onely prop, 
Is ſaw'd aſunderylyes forlorne all bleake, 
Vato the griefes of ſharpe Weceſfiries, 
Whilſt his father in law, his father in Deyill,ord d d d 
Devill, f f f father. | 
Or who who who who ; } hat you will, 
When is the po morne ? 
Slip. Even next riling Sunne. 
Alha.. Good,good,good, goe to my brother 4d1ias, 
Tell him ile lurke,ſtay,tell him ile lurke,fſtay, 
Now is Alhanos marriage-bed new hung 
With freſh rich Curtaines,now are my valence up, 
Imboſt with orient Pearle,my Granfrres pitt, 
Now arc the Lawne ſheers ftum'd with Violets, 
To freſh the pawld laſcivious 11 ang 
Now worke the Cookes; the paſtry ſweats with ſlaues, 
T he March-panes glitter, now now the muſitions 
Hoyer with nimble ſticks ore {queaking crowds, 
Ticling the dryed guts of a mewing Cat , 
The Taylors , Starchers, Semſters, Butchers, Pulterors, 
Mercers,all, all, all, now, now now, none thinke a mee, 
thefff Frenchis tef ff fineman,d p p p pock man,de— 
Slip. Peace, peace, ſtand conceald , yonder by all de- 
ſcriptions 15 he would be husband of my miſtrefle : your 
wife hath meate hah. 
Albs. Vds ſo,ſo,(o,ſfoule that's my veluet cloake. 
Slip. O peace,obſcrue him,hah. | 


Enter Laverdure and Bidet talking, Quadratus, 
Lampatho,Simplicius, Pedante,and 
Holifernes Pippo. 


Bydet. Tis moſt true Sir, I heard all, I ſaw all, Itell 
all,8: I hope you belccue all, the ſweet Franciftg Soranta, 


the 


What you Will. 
the Perfumer is by your rvall Igcomo , and your two bro 
thers that muſt be , when you haue married your wife, 
that ſhall be. 


Ped. With the grace of heaven. | 
Sidet . Diſguiſ'd ſo like the drown'd 4thanoto crofſe 


your ſute , that by my little honeſty 'twas great conſola. 
tion to me to obſerue them , paſſion of joy,of hope. O 
excellent cry'd Andres , paſſingly cry'd Randotfo 3 unpare 
ralletd liſpes 7acomo,g00d,g00d,g00d,{aycs HMdrea,now 
ſur ſayes Jacomo, new ſtar ſayes Rendoſfo, whillt the ra- 
 viſhe Perfumer had like to haue watered the ſeames of 
his breeches for extreame pride of their applauſe. 

Las. Seft ile to Celia, and mauger the noſe of her 
friends, wed her, bed her : my firſt ſonne ſhall be a Cap- 
eaine , and his name ſhall bee whar it pleate his Godta- 
thers ; the ſecond if he baue a face bad enough, 2a Law- 
yerzthe third a Merchant,and the fourth if he be maimd, 
dul braigd,or hard ſhapt,a ſcholler,for thats your faſhion. 

ua. Get themyget them man firſt ; now by the wan- 
tonneſſe of the night , and I were a wench I would not 
ha' thee,wert thou an heire, nay (which is more) a foole. 

Lau. Why I can ,riſe high,a ſtraight legge, a plumpe 
thigh,a full yaine, a round cheeke , and when ir pleafeth 
the ſertility of my chinne to bee delivered of a beard, 
*.will not wrong my kiſſing , for my lips are rebels, and 
ſtand our. 

248. Ho but thei's an old fuſtic Proverbe, theſe grcat 
talkers are never goed doers. 

Lam. V'Vhy what a babell arrogance is this 2 
Men will put by the very ſtock of tate, 

Theile chwart the deſtiny of marriage, 
Striue to diſturbe the ſway of providence, 
Theile doe it, 

Lug. Come youle be ſnarling now. 

Lam. As if we had froe-will in ſupernatural 
EfteRs, and that onr loue or hare 
Depended 


\ 


What you will. 


Depended not on cauſes boue the reach 

Of humane ſtature. 
Qua. I think I ſhall not lend you forty ſhillings now. 
Lam. Durt upon durt,feare 15 beneath my ſhoe, 

Dreadleſle of rackes,ſtrappadoes,or the (word, 

Mavger Informer, and ſlie Iritelligence, 

Ile ftand as confident as Hercules, 

And with a frightleſſe reſolution 

Rip up and launch our times impicties. 
Sim. Vdds ſo, peace. 
Lam. Open a bounteous eare, for Ile be free, 

Ample as Heaven, giue my ſpeech more roomc 

Let me unbrace my breaſts, ſtrip up my ſlecues, 

Stand like an executioner to vice, 

To ſtrike his head off with the keener edge 

Of my ſharpe ſpirit. | 
Lau. Roome and good licence,come on,whenzwhen. 
Lem. Now is my fury mounted, fixe your eyes, 

Intend your ſenſes,bend your liſtning up, 

For lle make greatneſle quake , Ile ravy the hide 

Of thick-skinn'd Hugeneſſe, 
Lau. T is moſt gracious, weele obſerue thee calmely. 
Qua. Hang on thy tongues end, come onyprithee de. 
Lam. Ile fee you hang'd firfſt,I thank you br,Ile none, 

'T his 15 the ſtraine that choakes the Theaters : 

That makes them cracke with full ſtufr Audience : 

This is your humour onely in requeſt, 

Forſooth to rayle; this brings your cares to bed, 

This people gape foi; for this ſome doe tare, 

This ſome would heare,to cracke the Authors necke, 

4 his admiration and applauſe purſues, 

Who cannot rayle, my humours chang'd, tis cleare, 

Pardon Ile non2:,1 prize my joynts more deare. 
Bid, Maſter,Maſter, I ha deſcri'd the Perfumer in 21 


hanos diſguiſe; looke you,looke you,rare ſportzrare ſport. 


Alba. I can cont2ine my unpatience no longer ; yo 
Moan 
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What you will. 


Maounſieus Cavalier , Saint Dennis , you Caprichious 
Sir , Signior Caranto French Braule ,, you that muſt mar= 
ry Celia G alanto, is Atbano drovvn'd now ? Go wander, 
ayant Knight errant , Cclia ſhall be-no Cuck-queane, my 
heyre no beggar , my plate no pawne , my land no mor- 
gage, my vvealth no food ter thy luxuries , my houſe no 
harbour for thy Comrades , my bedde no boorie for thy 
luſtes , my any thing ſhall bee thy nothing ; goe hence, 
packe, packs, avant, caper,caper,aloune,aloune, paſſe by, 
paſſe by, cloake your noſe, away,vaniſh,wander, departy 
flink by,away. 

Lau. Harke you Perfumer, tell zacomo, Randulſo, and 
Adrean, twill not doe, looke you ſay no more, but 'rwill 
not doe. 

Alba. What Perfumer ? what 7acomo ? 

Qua. Nay afſure thee honeſt Perfumer, good — 
co,we know all man, goe home to thy Civet-box, looke 
to the profit,commodity or emolument of chy Musk-cats 
eaile ; go clap on your round cap, my what doe you lacke 
fir,for yfaith good rogue all sdeſcri'd. 

Alb. What Pertumer 2 what Musk-cat? what F ranci/- 
co ? whatdoe you lacke ? iſt nor inough that you kiſs'd 
my wife ? 

Lau. Inough, 

Alba. I inough, and may be 1 feare me teo much, but 
you muſt flour me,deride me, (cofte me ; keepe out,touch 
not my porch: as for my Wife—— 

Lan. Stirre to the doore : dare to diſturbe the match, 
And by the ——_ 

Alb. My (word: menace 4lþano fore his owne dares. 

Leu. No not Albaro but Franciſco,thus,Perfumer,Ile 
make you ſtink if you ſtir a z forthe reſt : well,wis vis. 

Ex.Ceſt. Remanet Alba.Slip.Sump. & Holif. 

Alb. Teſu,leſu,what intends this ? ha ? 

Sim. O God ſir, you lye as open to my underſtanding 
as a Curtezanyl know you 25 Well wo— 


Alb, Soine 


What you will. 


Alba. Some body knowes me yet, praiſe heaven ſome 

| body knowes me yet. 

Sim. Why looke you fir, I ha payd for knowing men 
and women too in my dayes, I know you are Franci/co 
Soran7« the Pertumer, I maugre Sinior Sattin TI. 

Alb. Do not tempt my patience, go to ,doe not: 

Sim. Tknow:youdwell in Saint HMarkes lane , at the 
ligne of the Muſck-cat as well — | 

Alb. Foole,or mad,or drunke,no more. 

Sim. I know where you were dreſt, where you were— 

Alb. Nay then take all;take all,take all 

He baftinadoes Simplicius 

Sim. And I tell not my father, If -T make you not loſe 
your office of gutter maſter-ſhip ; and you bee Skavengey 
next year,well : Come Holifernes,come'good Holifernes, 
come ſervant. Exit Sim. e& Holifer, 


Enter lacomo. 


Ath. Franciſco Soran3a,and perfumer,and Maſcat,and 
gutter maſter, hay hay hay, go gogo gods f ff fut, Ilero 
the Duke, and lle (o ti ci ti tickle : £4 

Taco. Pretious, what meanes he to goe out ſoſoone, 
Before the duske of twi-light might deceive 
Thedoubtfall priers ? what holla ? 

Alha. Whop, what divell now ? 


zaco. Lle taigne I know him not, what bulineſle *fore 


thoſe doores ? 
Alb. What's that to thee ? 
Tac. You come to wrong my friend fir Laverdurez 
Confefle, or — . 
Alb. My ſword boy, {{({ ſoulemy ſword. 
7aco. O my deare rogue, thou art a rare diflembler, 


Alb. See, ſee. 
Enter Adrian andRandoltfo, 


Laco. Did 1 not helpe to cloth thee even nov; 
I would 


What you will. 


I would have (worne thee 4lbano, my good ſweet {laye. 
E xit Tacomo. 


Alba. Sce ſee, Teſu, leſu, impoſters, conny-catchers, 


Sandta Maria i 


Ran. Look you, he walkes, be faignes moſt excellent. 


Adri. Accoit him firſt, as if you were ignorant 
Of the deceipt. 

Ran. O dearc Albazo, now thrice happy eyes, 
To view the hopelefle preſence of my brother. 

Alba. Moſt loved kinſman, praiſe to heaven yet, 
Yon know Albano, but for yonder ſlaves — well. 

Adri. Succeſle could nor come @n more gratious. 

Alb. Had not you come (deare brother Adrian) 
I thinke not one would know me. Ylifts dog - 
Had quicker ſenſe then my dull Countrey-men, 
Why none had knowne me. 

Ran. Doubt you of that ? would I might dye, 

Had I not knowne the guike, I would have (worne 
Thou hadſt bin 41baro, my nimble couſning knave. 


Alb.Whip,whip,heaven preſerue all, S.Mark S.Marke. 


Brother Adrian, be franticke, prithee be, 

SayTI am a Perfumer, Franciſco, hay, hay, 

Is*r not a Feaſt-day ? you are all rank drunke 

Rrats rara rarats, knights of the be be be bell,be be bell. 
Adri. Goe goe, proceed, thou doſt it rare, farewell. 


Exeunt Adrian & Randolfo. 


Alb. Farewell ? ha, is'teven ſo ? boy, who am I? 
Slip. My Lord Albans. 6 INS 
Mlb, By this breſt youlye, 
The Samir faith is true, truc, I was drown'd, - 
And now my ſoulc is skipt into a perfumer, 
A gutter-maſter, 

Slip. Belceve me fir. 

.1þ. No no, Ile beleeve nothing, no, 
The-diſaduantage of all honeſt hearts 
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What you will. 


Is quicke credulity, perfe& fate pollicy | 
Cancrofi-bixe even ſenſe, the world's turn'd Iugglec, 
Caſts miſts before our eyes, Haygh paſſe repeſſe, 
Ile cregitc nothing, 
Slip. Good fir. 
Alba. Hence afle. 
Doth not opinion ftampe the currant paſſe 
Of each mans value, vercue, quality ? 
Had I ingroſld the choice commodities 
Of heavens trafficke, yet reputed vile 
I am a raſcall ; O decre unbelicfe, 
How wealthy doſt thou make thy owners wit ? 
Thoutraine of knowledge, what a priviledge 
Thougiy'ſt tothy poſſetior ; anchor'lt him 
From floting with the tide of vulgar faich ; 
From being damn'd with mulcitudes deere unbelicfe 
I am a Pertumer. I, think'ſt thou my blood, 
My brothers know not right 4!ban2 yet ? 
Away tis faithleſle, if 4{bano's name 
Were liable to (enſe, that I could taſt, or couch, 
Oc ſee, or feele ity it mighr tice bchefe, 
But ſince tis voice and ayre, come to the Muſcat boy, 
Franciſco, that's my name, tis right, I, I, | 
What doc you lacke ? what is'r you lacke ? right, that's 
my cry. E xennt. 


Enter Ship ard Noolſe Trip with the T runchion of a ftaffe 
torch ,and Doue with 6 Pantofle Bydet,Holyternes Jot- 
lowing. The corzets ſqund. 


Bjd. Preclaime our titles. | 

Doit. Boſphoros Cormelydon honort ficacuminos Bydet. - 

Holyf. 1 thinke your Majeſty's a Welch-man,you have 
a horrible long name, ON | 

Byd. Death or filence proceed. ger 

Doit. Honorificacuminos Byder, Emperour of” Eracktss 


Priace of Pages, Marqueſſe of Mun-chance, and ate _ 
| gen 


What you Will. 


gent over 4 bale of falſe ure , to all his under Miniſters 


healch,Crownes, Sack, Tobacco, and ſtockings uncrakr 


aboue the ſhooe. | 
Rydet. Our ſelfe will gine them their charge : Now let 


me ſtroake my beard and I had it,and ſpeake wiſely if I 


knew how : molt inconſ{cionable, honeſt little ; or 
ood ſubjects , 4nforme our perſon of 


little honeſt 2 


your ſeverall qualitics, and of the prejudice that is 
toilted upon you thar our ſelfe may perview,prevenc, and 
preoccupie the peltilent dangers incideat to all your 
Cales. 

Doir. Here is a petition exhibited of the particiilar 
oricyances of cach fort of Pages. | 


Bydet. We will vouchſate 1n this our publike Seffion- 


to peruſe chem, pleaieth your excellent wagſhip to be in- 
formed that the divition of pages is triparcare (cripartite) 
or three-fold, of pages, ſome be Court pages, others or= 
dinary gallants pages; and thethird Apple-ſquiers, bal- 
ket-bearers , or pages of the placket , with the laſt wee 
will proceed firlt, ſtand forth Page of the placket ;z what 
1s your miſtrefle ? 
Sitp. A kind of puritane. 
Byd. How line you ? Ons 
Slip. Miſerabiy cowplayning to your Ways ops 
wee have hight Miſtreſſes, wee are made the @hildren 
and ſcrvants of darkenefle , what prophane uſe wee are 
purto, all theſe gallants more fcehngly know then wee 
can lively exprelle , it 15 o bee commilerated , arid by 
your royail inſight onely to bee prevented, that a male 
Mounkey and the diminutiue of a man ſhould be Syno- 
nia oy no ſenſe; Though wee are the drofle of your 
ſubje&s , yer being a kind of Page, let us find your Cel- 
ude kinde and reſpetiue of our time-fortunes and 
births abuſe, andſo in the name of our whole tribe of 
empty BasKket- bearers, I kifſe your little hands. 


Bidet. Your caſe is dangerous and almoſt yy 
| an 
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What you Will. 


ſand foorth ordinary Gallants Page, what is the nature 
of your Maſter ? 

Nooſe, He eates vvell and right flovenly , and yrhen 
the Dice favour him goes in good cloathes, and ſcowers 
his pioke-colour filke Rockings : 'yvhen he hath any mo- 
neyhe beares his crownes, yvhen he hath none, I carry 
his purſc;he cheates yvell,ſweares berter,but ſwaggers in 
a yyantons chamber admirably ; hee loues his Boy,and 
the rumpe of a cramb'd Capon, and this ſummer hath a 
paſſing thrifty humor to bottle ale : as contemptuous as 
Lucifer, as arrogant as Ignorance can make him, as libj- 
dinous as Priapus * hee keepes mee as his Adamant, to 
draw mertall after to his lodging ; I -urle his perrivvig, 
paynt his cheekes , perfume his breath; I am his froterer 
or rubber in a Hot-houſe , the prop of his lyes , the bea- 
rer of his falſe dice ;' and yet for all this like the 'Perfian 
Louſe,that eats byting, and byring eats, ſo I ſay fighing, 
and ſighing ſay, my end is to paſte up a Siqais. My Ma- 
ters fortunes are forc'd to caſhier me, and ſo fix to one 1 
fall to be a Pippin-ſquire. Hic fink Priami,this is the end 
of Pick-pockets. | 

Byder. Stand foorth Court-page , thou ookeſt pale 
and vyan. 

Trip. Moſt ridiculous Emperor, 

Bydet. O ſay no more, I know thy miſeries,vvhar be- 
evwixt thy Ladygher Gentleyvoman, and thy Mafters late 
gaming,thou mayftlooke pale. I know thy miſcries,and 
I condole thy calamities ; thou art borne vyell , bred ill, 
but dyeſt worſt of all, thy bloud moſt tammonly gentle, 
thy youth ordinarily idle , and thy age too often miſera- 
ble. When thy firſt ſute is freſh , thy cheekes cleare of 
Court ſoyles,and thy Lord falne out with his Lady , ſo 
long may be keele chucke thee under the chin , call thee 
good pretty ape , and giue thee a ſcrap from 'his owne 
trencher ; but after hee neyer bcholds thee , but yyhen 
thou Squierſt him yvith a Torch'to a V Vantons ſheetes, 

Or 
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What you Will. 


er lights his Tobacco pipe : Never ufeth thee but as his 
Pander , never regardeth thee , but as anidle burre thas 
ftickeſt upon the,nap of his fortunc ; and ſo naked thou 
cam'ſt into the vyorld , and naked chou mult returne : 
vvhom ſerue you ? 

Holy. A foole. | 

Bydet. Thou art my happieſt Subje& z. the ſervice of 
a foole, is the onely blciſedſt flayery that ever put on 2 
Chaine and a Blew coate : they know not vvhat, nor 
for vyhart they giue , but ſo they giue tis gaodyo it bee 
good they giuc: fortunes are ordayn'd for foeles , as 
tooles are for fortune, to play yvichall, net to uſe , hath 
hee taken an oath of Allegeance ? is he of our brother- 
hood yet ? | 

Holi. Not yet right venerable Honorificac cac 66c cacu- 
minos Bidet : but as little an infant as I am, I will, and 
with the grace of wit I will deſerne it. 

Bydet. You mult performe a valourous, yertuous, and 
religiousexploit firlt in deſert of your order.* 

Holi. VVhat iſt ? 

Byd. Corecn thy maſterhe is a foole, and was created 
for men of wit ſuch as thy (elfe to make ule of. 

Holi. Such as wy (cite, Nay faith for wit I thinke for 
my age,or {o; but on, ſir, ; 

Bydet. T hat thou maiſt the eaſter purgehim of ſuper- 
fluous bloud, 1 will deſcribe thy Maſters conſtitution,hee 
loues and is beloved of himſclfe and one more, his dog. 
There is a company of unbrac'd, untrufi'd rutters in the 
rovne, that crinkle in the hammes , ſwearing their fleſh 
is their onely living , and yyhen they hauc any crownes, 
cry god a mercy Mol! , and ſhrugging let the Cuckolds 
pay fort : Intimating,that their maintenance flowes from 
the wantonneſle of Mcrchants wiues, when introth the 
plaine troth is , the plaine and the ſtand ,, or the plaine 
Rand and deliver, delivers thera all cheir living. Theſe 
comrades haue perſwaded-thy Maſter , ha tare's no 
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- vvay to redeeme his peach coloured Satten (ute fro 

payvne, but by the loue of a Citizens vvife ; hee be- 
leeues 1t; they flowt him , hee fcedes them : and now 
tis our honeſt and religious meditation that hee feed vs, 
Holyfernes Puppt. 

Holy. Pippo and ſhall pleate you. 

Bydet. Pippo, tis otir will and pleaſure thou ſaute thy 
felte like a Marchants vvife , leaue the managing of the 
lequence unto our prudence. | 

Holy. Oc unto our Prudence, truly ſhee is 2 very vvittic 
veench,and hath a ftammell perticore with three gards 
for the nonce;but for your Maichants wifezalas I am too 
little,ſpeak too ſmall,go coo eingerly,by my troth 1 feare 
I ſhall looke too faire. : 

Bydet. Our Mijeftie diſmounteth , and vvee put off 
our Greatneſſe;z and now my little Knaues I am plaine 
Cracke , as I am Boſphoros Carmelidon Honorificacu- 
minos Byder , 1 am imperious : honour ſparkles in minc 
eyes ; but as I am Cracke, I yvill convey, crol-bite , and 
cheare upon Simplicius , 1 vvill feed , latiate, and fill 
your paunches , repleniſh , ſtuffe , or furniſh your purſes; 
vvee will laugh Ie Ki others weepe , fing vvhen others 
ſigh , feed vvhen others ſtarue, and bee drunke yyhen 
others are ſober: this my charge at the looſe , as you 
lone our Brother-hood , avoyd true money » ſquare dice, 
ſmall liquour., and aboue all , thoſe: coo ungentleman- 
like proteſtations of indeed and verily, and fo gentle 4- 
polo , touch thy nimble ſtring, our Sceane 1s done ; yet 


fore vre ceaſe,we hing, 


The Song, and Exeunt. 
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What you will. 
ACTvS,'ITII. SCENA, I, 
Enter Celia, Meletza,Ly;abetta. and Lucea. 


Cel. | "rows ſiſter , I long to play witha fether, 
Pree=thee Lucia bring the ſhuttle=cock. 

Mel. Out on him light pated Phantaſticke , hee's like 
one of our gallants ar ao 

Lyga. I wonder who thou ſpeak'*ſt well of ? 

Melet. Why of my ſelfe, tor by my troth I now none 
clſe will. , | > 

Cel. Sweet lifter Melet7a, lecs ſit in judgement a little, 
faith of my ſervant Zaverdure. 


Mel.Troth well for a ſervant,but for a husband(figh)T, 


Lyza. Why,why. | 1-193 Kew. 

Mel. Why hee is nor a plaine foole, nor faire,not far, 
nor rich,fich foole. Bur he is a knight, his honor will giue 
the paſſado in the preſence zo morrow night , I hope hee 
will deſerue: AIl I can ſay is,as the common Fidlers wil 
ſay in their God ſend you well to doe. 

Lyz. How think(t thow of the amorous Facomo ? 

Mel. Iacomo, why on my bare troth. 

Cel, Why bare troth ? EY ; 

Mel. Becau'e my troth is hike his chin) *'t hath no haite 
on'tz gods meghis face looks like the head of a taber,but 
cruſt me he hath a good wir. | 

Lyz. Who told you (o ? 

Mel. One that knowcs,one that can tcll. 

Cel. V Vho's that ? 

Mel. Himfelfe. "A 

Ly786. Well weuch , thou had(t a ſervant, one Fabigs, 
what haſt thou done with him ? | ae 

Mel. 1 done with him ? out of him puppy; by this fea« 
ther his beard is dire&ly bricke colour , . and pertetly fa- 
hion'd hke the huske of a chefinut ; hee kif 
dryeſt lip; figh on him, 
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Celia. O, but your ſervant Qaadratus the: abſolute 
Courtier, 
_ Fie, fie, ſpeake no more of him , hee lives by 
He is DT ennier, flatters admirable, kiſſes 
Faire Madam, ſmells ſurpaſſing ſweet, vyeares 
And holds upthe Arras,{upports the Tapiſtric 
WhenT paſſe into the Preſence yery gracetully, 
And1 ailure you — 

Luces. Madammyhere is your ſhuttle-cocke. 

Melet. Siſter,is not your wayting vyench rich ? 

Celia. Why lifter, vvhy ? 

Mel, Becauſe ſhe can flatter; prithee call her not, 

She has twenty foure houres to Maqgam yet ; come you, 
You prate ifaith, Ile toſſe you from poſt to pillar. 

Cel. You poſt and l pillar. 

Mel. No,no, you are the onely 
proue a vyench,and beare,or cHs a 
delight will fall — 

Celia. Downe. p 
_ Lyz8. Whar muſt T ſtand out ? 

Mel. 1 by my faith till yea be marryed. 

Ly. Why doe you toſle then ? 

Mel. Why I am vved vveach, 

Celia. Prichee 'ro whom ? 

Mel. To the true husband righthead of a vvoman,my 
will, which yowes never to marry till I mcane to bee a 

| foole,a flaue,ſtarch cambricke ruftes, and make candells, 
5 (pur)tis downe; ſerue againe good vvench. 
| Luc. By 5 as pleaſing cheeke you play well. 
Meler. Nay good creature, prithee doe nor flatter me, 
I thought tyvas tor —_ ou goe cas'd in your yel- 
vit ck:Dberd 3 I vyarrant theſe 
_ vyith true ſtitch ; T haue aplaine waiting vvench , ſhee 
Fakes plaine,and faith ſhee goes Hains) hee 15 vertuous, 
bi m_—_ ſhe thould goe like Vertue, by the conſent of 
my 
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my bountie, ſhee ſhall neyer haue aboue tyyvo ſmockes.to 
her back, fer that's the fortune of deſert, and the maine 
in faſhion or reward of merit(pur:) juſt thus doe I iſemy 
ſervants,1 ſtrive to catch them in my racket, and no ſop-+ 
ner caught,but I toffe them awayzif he flie well and haue 
good fearhers,I play with them ill he be down,and then 
my mayd ſerues him to me againe ; if a flug and weake 
wing'd,if he be downe,there let him lie. | 
f _ Good Mef,L wonder how many ſeryants thou 
aſt. 
Mel. Troth ſo doe]; let me ſee Dupatzo. 
Lyz4a. Dupatzo, vvhich Dupatzo? _ Feth' 
Melet. Dupatzo the elder brother, the foole, hee that / 
þought che halfe penny ribband , wearing ir in. his eare, 
{wearing twas the Duches of Millans favour ; hee into 
whoſe head a man may travell ten leagues before he can 
meet with his eyes;then ther's my chab,my Epicure Qya- 
dratus that rubs his gurs,claps his paunch,and cries Rivo , 
intercaining my cares perpecually wich a moſt ſtrong diſ- 
courſe of te praiſe of bonte-ale and red herrings; then 
there's Simplicius Faber, | 
Lyz. VV hygheis a foole, | 
Melet. True, or elſe hee vvould nere bec my ſeryant; 
then there's the Cap Cloak'd Courtier Baltaxar , hee 
yveares a double treble quadruple Ruffe, I in the Sum 
mer time :. faich I ha ſeiyants enow,and I doubt nor,bur 
by my ordinary pride, and extraordinary cunning to, get 
more. Mounſfieur Laverdure with a troupe of Gallants 
1s entring. Ab |  & 
Lyza. Us capers the laſcivious bloud about, 
Within beart pants, nor leaps the eye,nor lips: 
Prepare your {clues to kiſle, for you muft be kilt. 
Mel. By my tcoth tis a pretty Ting 65 be tovvards ma- 
riage, a prettie loving : looke where he comes, ha ha. 
| Lav. Good day ſweet loue, '> : 
Mel. Wiſh her good night man. 2: = tt 
Q4 Lev. God 


Hhat you will. 
Lau. Good morrow ſiſter. | 
Mel, A curlie to your caper,to morrow morne ile call. 
you brother. 
* Lay, But much much fals berwixt the cup and lip. 
"Mel. Be not too confident, the knot may {lifs 
Qua, Bounty, blefledneffc, and the ſpirit of wine at- 
rend my miftrellc. | 
| Mel. Thankes good chub. 
| Sim. God yee good morrow heartily miſtrefſe, and 
how doe you fince 13ſt I ſaw you ? | 
ua. Gods mee you muſt not inquire hoy ſhe does, 
that's privie counſcll,fie,ther's manners indeed. 
| $tm. Pray you pardon my incivility, I was ſomewhat 
bold with you,but belceue mee ile never bee ſo ſawcie to® 
aske you how you doe againe,as long as I live la- 
Mel. Square chub,whar ſullene blacke is that ? 

Qua. A taſſell that bangs at my purſe ſtrings, ke dogs 
me and I giuc him ſcraps and pay tor his ordinary, fecde 
him, hee 11quors hiniſelfe inthe juice of my bounty, and 
when be hath ſuckc up ſtrength of ſpirit hee ſqueaſeth ir 
in my owne face,when I have rcfind and ſharp'd his wits 
with good food, he cuts my fingers, and breakes jeſts up- 
on mc,T beare them, and beate im : but by this light the 
dull eyed chinkes he do's well,do's very well, & bur that 
he and1I are of two faiths—1T fill my belly,and feds his 
braine,I could find in my heart to hug him,to hug him. 

Melex. Pree thee perſwade him to aſſume ſpirit and ſa- 
_— —_ Tx 
Qn1ad. Lampatha, Lampatho, art out of countenance ? 
for wits ſake ſalute theſe beauties, how doeſt ke them ? 
Lam. Vds fut,I can liken'theni to nothing, but great 
mens great horſe upon great dayes, whoſe tailes arc tru! 
up in filke and filver. 2aad. To them manyf(alure them. 
Lam. Blefſe you faire Ladies , God make you all his 
Melet. God make you all his ſervants. (ſeryants. 
£ua, Hee is holpen well had need of you,for bee ir 
<4 Fs | | ſpoken 
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{poken without prophaniſme he hath morein this traine, 
I feare me you ha* more ſeryants then he, I am ſure the 
Devill 18 an Angcll of darkenefle. 
Lam. 1 but thoſe are Angels of light. 
na Light Angels,pree thee leaue them, with-dravy 
a l:tile and heare a Sonnet,pree thee heare a Sonner. 


Lamp. Made of Albanos widdow that was, and- 


Aoun fieur Lauerdures Wwite that mutt be. 
ud. Come [caue his lips and command ſome liquor, 


if you haue no Bottle-ale, command ſome Clarct-wine 
and Bourrage, for that's my predominate humour ſlecke 
bellid Bacchus, lets fill thy guts. 
Lamp. Nay heare it,and reliſh it judiciouſly, 
ua. 1 doe reitth it moſt judirially. Quad drinkes. 
Lamp. Adored excellence,delicious ſweer. | 
44. Delicious deems. rs, ar. good. 
Lamp. If thoucanſt taite the purer juice of Ione, 
aa, If thou canſt taſte the purer juice z3ood ſtill, good 
a4. I doe reliſh ir, it taſtes (weer. (1:11. 
Lamp. Is not the metaphor good , ift not well fol- 


lowed? 
Qua. Paſſing good,very pleaſing. 
Lemp. lit not (weerte ? 
Qua. Let me ſee't Ie make it (weete, 
He foake it in the juice of Heltcon. 
Bir Lady,vaſſing ſweer,good,paſling ſweete. 
Lamp. You wrong my Muſe, 
2aa. The Irith flux upon thy Muſe,thy whoriſh muſe, 
He: e is ne place for her looſe brothelry ; 
We will not deale with her,goe, away,away. 
L imp. Ile be reveng'd. 
Qua. How pree thee in a play?come,come,be ſociable 
In pavate ſeverance from ſocietie, 
Here leaps a vaine of blood inflam'd with loue, 
Mounting to pleaſure,all addi& to mirth 
Thoult read a Satyre or a Sonnet now, © 
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Clagoing theirairy humour with (juice, 
Lam. Lamp-oyle,Watch-candles,Rug-gownes,& ſmall 

Thin commons, foure a clock rifing, 1 renounce you all, 

Now may I eternally abandon ineate, 

Rult fuſtic you which moſt embrac'd diſuſe, 

You a made me an Aﬀe,thus ſhapt my lot, 

I am a meere Scholler,that is a meere ſor. thee, 

ua, Come then Lampe , ile powre freſh Oyle into 

Apply thy ſpirit that it may nimbly turne, 

Vato the habitzfaſhion of the age, 

Ile make thee wan the Scholler,inable thy behaviour, 

Apt for the entertaine of any preſence.: 

Ile turne thee gallant,firſt thou ſhalt haue a Miſtreſſe, 

How is thy ſpirit ray{'d to yonder beauty ? | 

She with the (anguine cheeke,rhat dimpled chinne, 

T he pretty amorous ſmile that clips her lips, 


She with the ſpeaking eye, 

T hat caſts out beames as ardent as thoſe flakes, 
Which ſing'd the world by raſh braind Phaeton, 
She with the lip, O lips ! ſhe for whoſe ſake, 

A man could find in his heart co in-hell himſclfe, 


\ Ther's more Philoſophy, more theoremes, 


More demonſtrations,all invincible, 

More cleare divinity drawae on her cheeke, 

Then in all volumes tedious paraphraſe, 

O; muſty eld : O who would ſtaggering doubt, 

T he ſoules etcrnity,ſecing it hath 

Of heavenly beauty,but to caſe ic up, 

Whe would diftrult a ſupreame exiſtence, 

Able to confound when it can create, 

Sueh heaven on earth able to intrance, 

Amaze : ()T'tis providencegno: chance. _ 
Lem. Now by the frent of Jouve me thinkes her eye 

Shoots more ſpirit in me, O beautte feminine ! 

How powerfull art thou,what deepe magicke lyes 
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Within the circle of thy ſpeaking eyes, 

24us.Why now could I cate thee,thou doſt pleaſe mine 
appetite, I can digelt thee , God made thee a good foole, 
and happy and ignorant,and amorous, and rich & fraile, 
and a vSatyriſt, and an Eſ/ayep, and {leepy,and proud,and 
indecd a foole, and then thou ſhalt bee ſure of all theſe, 
Doe but {corne her ſhe'1s thine owne,accolſt her carelefly, 
and her eye promiſeth ſhee will bee bound to the good 
abbearing. | 

Celia. Now lifter Meletza doft marke their craft, ſome 
ſtraggling thoughts tranſport thy attentiueneſſe from his 
di(courſe,walt /acomos or our brothers plot ? 

Lau. Both, both ſweet Lady, my Page heard all, wee 
mer the reague,(o like 4lbano,1 beate the roague, 

Sim. I but when you were gonezthe roague beate me. 

Lau. Now take my counſell,liſten. 

Melet. A pretty youthga pretty well ſhapt youth,a good 
leg,a very good eye,a ſweet ingenuous face, & I warrant 
a good wit,nay Which is moregif he be poore I affure my 
ſoule he is chaſte and honeſt,good faith I fancie, I fancie 
him,I and I may chance,well ile thinke the reſt. ((prrit. 


9.1 ſay be careles ſtil,court her withouc complemet,take 


Lau. Wert nor a pleaſing jeaſt for me to cloath 
Another raftall like 4lbano, ſay— 
And rumour him return'd without all deceit, 
Would it not beget errors moſt ridiculous ? 
Qua. Melet;a beta belletza, Madonna,bella beHa gente- 
letza, pree thee kifle this iniciated gallant, . 
Melet. How would it pleaſe you I ſhould reſpeGt yee. 
Lamp. As any thing, What you will az nothing. 
Molet. As nothing,how will you valew my toue ? 
Lam. Why juſt as you reſpe& mczas nothing,for out of 
nothing, nothing 1s bred , fo nothing ſhall nor beget any 
thing, any thing bring nothing, nothing bring any thing, 
any thing and nothing ſhall be }/hat you will, my ſpeech 
mounting to the valew of my ſclfe which iS—- 
| Melet. 


TI OPETRISo—_ or eee ce 
- 


What you will, 
Melet. What (weet 
Lam. Your nothing light as your ſelfezſenſlefie as your 

ſexc, and juſt as you would ha' meznothing. 

Melet. Your wit skips a Moriſco, but by the brighteſt 
ſpangle of wy tyer, I vouchſafe you intire unaffeRed fa- 
vour, weare this gentle ſpirit, be not proud. 

Believe it youthz{ſow ſpeech ſwift love doth often ſhroud 
Lam, My (oule's intranc'd, your favour doth tranſport 

My ſenſe palt ſenſe, by your adored graces, 

I doat, am rapt. | 
Melet. Nay if you fall to paſſion, and paſt ſenſe, 

My breſt's no harbour for your loye, go pack, hence. _ 
Quadra. Vas foot, thougull , thou inky ſcholler, ha, 
thou whorſon fop : 

Wilt not thou clap into our faſhion'd gallantry, 

Could not be proud and ſcornefull, looſe and vaine ? 

Gods my hearts obje&, what a plague is this : 

My ſoule's intranc'd,fut,couldft nor clip and kifle ? 

My ſosles intranc'd,ten thouſand crownes at leaſt 


' Loft, loſt, my ſoule's intranc'd loves life, O beaſt * 


Alb. Celia open,open Celta,l would enter, open Celia. 

Fra.” Celia open,open Celia, I would enter,open Celis. 

Alb.What Celiazlet in thy husband 4lbano,what Celia. 

Frg.What Celia,let in thy husband 4lbanwhat Celia. 

Alb. Vas f f f fur, let 4lbanoenter. 

Fran. Vds f ff fut, let 4lbanoenter. 

Cel. Sweet breſt you ha playd the wag ifaith. 

Oua. Beleeve it [weet not 1, 

Mel. Come, you have attired ſome fidler like 4lbano 
to fright the Perfumer, there's the jeſt. 

Lan. Good fortunes fe our lifter. 

Mel. And a ſpeedy marriage. 

Adri. Then we muſt with her no good fortunes, 

Taco. For ſhame, for ſhame (traight cleere your houſe, 
{weepe out this duſt, fling out this traſh, retucne to mo- 


defty, your husband I ſy your husband 41bano,that was 


ſuppoſed 


What you Will. 
ſuppoſed drowng, is returned, I, and at the doore. 

Cel. Ha, ha, my husband, ha, ha. 

Adi. Laugh you ſhamelcfle ? laugh you ? 

Cel. Come, come, your plot's diſcover'd, good faith 
kinſemen, I am no skold : to ſhape a Perfumer like my 
husband, O {weer jeſt ! 

Jaco. Laſt hopes allkknowne ? 

Cel. For pennance of your fault will you maintaine a 
jeſt now ? my Love hath tired ſome fidler, hike 4/bans, 
like the Perfumer. 

Lav. Not I, by bleſſedneſſe, not 1. 

Mel. Come, tis true; doe bur ſupport the jeſt, and you 


ſhall ſurfer with laughter. 
Iaco. Faith we condilcend, twill not be croſt I ſee, 


Marriage and hanging goe by defi ny. | 
Alb. Bb b barre our Albans, O adulterous impudent ? 
Fran. Bb b barre our Albaxo, O thou matcblefleges o 

viovlet! | 

Enter Albano and Franciſco, 

u3. Let them inglerthem in,now,now,now obſerve, 
obſerve, looke,looke,looke, 
1ac. That fame's a fidler,ſhap't like thee,feare nought, 
be confident,thou ſhalt know tne jelt hereafter, be confi, 
dentyfeare nought, bluſh not,ſtand firme. 

Alb. Now brothers, now gallants, now ſiſters, novy 
call a Perfumer a gutter-maſter, barre me my houſe, beat 
mee, baffle mee, (coffe mee, deride mee, ha, that I were 
a young man againe, by the maſle 1 wovld ha you all by 
the cares, by the maſſe law ; I am Franciſco Soranqs,am 
I not, gigelet, ftrumpet, cutters, ſwaggerers, brochell- 


| haunters, 1 am Franciſco, O god, O llaves, O dogges, 


_ dogges, curres. | | 
Zaco. No fir, pray you pardon us, wee confeſle you axe. 


not Franciſco, nor a Perfumer, but even =— 
Alb. Bur even Albano. | 


Ig6, But even 3 fidler, a minkin tickler, a purn,pum. 
Fran: 


— * > - - > Oe Wo EI rn eo 
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= 


IV- hat you will. 


Fran. A ſcraper, a ſcraper. | 
Art not aſham'd before A4lband's face 
To clip his ſpouſe, O ſhamelefde impudent : 

Jaco. Well ſayd Perfumer. 

Alb. A fidler,a (craper,a minikin tickler,a puma pum, 
even now a Perfumer, now a fidler, I will be even }/hat 
you will, do do dogk k k kifſe my wife be be be before— 

£44. Why wouldit have him kifle her behind ? 

Alb. Before my owne ff f face. 

taco. Well done:fidler.- | 

Alb. Weffffiddleyee. . ' 

Fran. Doſt f ff flout me ? 

Alb. Doſt m m m mocke me ? 

Fren. lle to the Duke, Ile pp ppaſt up infamies on e- 
very poſt. | | 

tac. I was rarely done,rarely done,away away. 

Exit Franciſco. 

Alb. le £ f f follow, thou I & & & flat, Ile ſtumble ro 
the Duke in p p plaine language, I pray you ule my wife 
well, good faith the was-a kind ſoule,and an honeſt wo- 
man once, I was her husband,and was called 4lbeno,be- 
fore I was droyun'd ; but novy after my reſurre&ion I am 
I know not what indeed brothers, and indeed fiſters,and 
indeed wife I am, J hat you will ; doit thou laugh, doſt 
thouge ge gegerne ? a p p p perfumerza fidler, a Diabolo, 
matre de Dios : 1Ile-f ft firke you by the Lord now, now 
now I will. Exit Albano. 

2a, Ha. hi, tis a good rogue, a good rogue. 

Lav. A good rogue, ha, I know him nor. 

Cel. No, good {weet love,come, come, diflemble nor. 

Lav. Nay if you dread nothing, happy be my lot, 
Come Ya eſt, come faire cheekes, come lets dance ; 
The ſweets of love is amorous dalliance. 

Cel. All fricads,all happy friends, my veines arelight. 

Ly. Thy pray'rs are now,God ſend it quickly night. 

Melet, And thencome morning. 


Ly. 1 


What you will. 


Ly. 1, that's the hopefull day. 
Melt. 1, there thouhitit it, 
Qua. Pray God he hut it. 
Lav. Play. 


The Dance. 
Tac. They (ay there's Revells, and a play at Court, 
Lav, A Þlay to night ? | 
Qna. 1, tis this gallants wit. 
lac. Is tr good, is'tgood ? 
Lam. I feare twill hardly hit. 
Qua. I like thy feare,well,twill have better chance, 
There's nought more hatefull then rank ignorance. 
Ce, Come gallants,the tabl's ſpread "will you to dinnef 
ua. Yes hrit a maine atdice, and then wee'l ear, 
pike Uh the beſt wits have the bad'ſt fortune ar dice 
til]. 
ug. Who'l play, who'l play ? 
pun Not] it nh I be fil exceeding bad fortune 
at dice. 
Cel. Come, ſhall wein ? in faith thou art ſudden ſad, 
Dolt feare the ſhaddow of my long dead Lord ? 
L aver. Shadow, ha, I cannot tell, 
Time tryeth all things, well, well, well. 
us, Would I were time then, Ithought *rwas for 
ſome thing that the old fornicator was bald behind, goe 
paſſe on,pafle on. _  Exencr. 


AcTys V. SCENA I, 


The Curtaines are drawne by a Page,and Celia and Laver- 
dure,Quadratus and Lyſabetta, Lampatho and Meletza 
Simplicius and Lucea difplayed fitting at Dinner. The 
Song is ſung, during which time a Page whiſpers with 
Simplicius. 

Quo. Feed, and be fat, my faire Calipolis. 

Rivo here's good juice, freſh burrage boy. n 
| Lan. 


What you Will. 


Lam. T commend,commend my fſelfe to yee Lady, 
Melet. In troch Sir you dwell farre from neighbours 
that arc inforc*d to commend your ſelfe. 
Qua. Why Simplicius , whether now man ? for good 
faſhions ſake ſtirre nor,fie Rill, fit (till. 
Sims. I muſt needs riſe,much good doe it you. 
ug. Doſt thou thinke thy rifing will doe them much 
good ? fic till;fit fill, carue me of that good MeHetza : 
fill Bacchus fill. | 
Sim. I mult needs bee gone, and youle come co my 
Chamber to morrow moraing , Ile {end you a hundred 
crownes. 
a4. In the name of proſperitie , what tide of happi- 
netle (o ſuddenly is flow'd upon thee. | 
Sm. Ile keepe a horſe and foure boyes with grace of 
fortune now. 
ag. Now then ifaith get up and ride. 
Sim. And I doe not ? Ile thwack a lerkin Gil hee 
roanc againe with Gold lace : let we (ce,what thould I 
delire of God,mary a Cloake .linde with rich T affata, 
white Satrin ſure , and my gilt Rapier from pawne z nay 
ſhe hall giue me a Chaine of 'pearle that thall pay for 
all,zood boy,good Senior.good boy, good Senior. 
Qua. Why now , thou ipeakerh in the moſt imbrac'd 
faſhion thar our time hugs, no ſooner a good fortune, or 
a freſh.ſute fals upon a fellow, that would ha. beene guld 
to ha' thou'd into your ſocietie , but and/he met you hee 
fronts you with a fainc eye , throwes a {quint glaunce 
over wried ſhoalder and cryes twixt the teeth, as very 
paced of breath, good boy , good Setnor, good 
oy,g00d Senior deata: 1 wall ſearch the life blood of 
your nopes. | 
Sim. And a freſh Pearle-colour Gilke ſtocking oT1TT, 
Ile goe to the halfe crowne ordinary every meale, 1le 
haue my Tuory box of Tobacco, ile converſ: with none 


but Counts and -Courtiers,now good boy, good Senior a 
paire 


What you Will: 


paire of maſkie ſilyer Spurs , to a hatch ſhore fword, and 
chen your embrodered hanger, and good Senior. 

£us. Shut the windowes , darken the rootne, fetch 
whips,the fellow is mad, hee raucs,hce raucy,talkes dly, 
lunarique,who procures thy ————— | 

Sim. One that has eate fat Capon , ſuckt the boild 
Chicken, andler out his wit with the foole of bounty, 
one Fabiu , ile ſcorne him; hee goes upon Fridayes in 
blacke Satten. 

Qua. Fabius, by this light a cogging Cheator, he lines 
on loue of Merchanrs waues ; Wy ht on the baſe, of 
maines he furniſheth your ordinary, for whick hee feeds 
ſcot-free , keepes faire gold in his purſe, to put on upon 
maines, by which hee hues and keepes a faire boy at his 
heeles,he is dam'd Fabiue. 

Sim. He is a fine man law , and has a good wit for 
when hee liſt hee can goe in blacke Sartin, Iandin a 
Cloake linde with unſhorne Velvet. 

Qua. By the ſalvation of humanity he's more peſti- 
lent then the plague of Lice that fell upon Egypt, thou 
haft beene knaue if thou credit it , thou art an Aﬀe if 
thou follewit , and ſhalt bee a a7 Ideot if thou 
purſue it , renounce the world,the fleth, the Devill, and 


thy truſt in mens wiues for they wall double with thee, = 


and ſo I betake my ſelfe to the ſucking of the juice Ca- 

on, my ingle bottle-ale, and his Gentleman Viher that 

7 uires him red herring ; a fools I found thee and a foole 

I leaue thee ; beare record heaven, 'tis againſt the provi- 

denee of my (ſpeech, good boy,good Senior. - Exit. 
_ EnterSlip,Nows, Doite,and Bydet. 

Sim. Ha,ha,ha, Good boy, good Senior,what a foole 
"cis,hagha, yrhat an Af 'tis,ſaue you young Gentlemen 
is ſhee comming ? will ſhe meete me,ſhal's caconnter ha? 

' Byd. You were not [apt in your Morkers ſmack, you 


ha' not a good cheeke, an inticing eye,a ſmooth 3kinne, 
2 well ſhapt leg, a fairc hand ; you cannot bring a wench 
| R | inr9 


| 


4 — <GErtROTDm Im—_— w_ RV 
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What you Wil. 
*Hto.a fooles Paradice for you ? © bes 

Sim. Not I by this garter,l am a foole;a very Nunny I, 
how call you her ? how call you her ? » oe 
.*.: Byd:; Call her? youriſe 6n your right fide to day marry, 
call her?her name is Miſtrefle Perperuana, the is not very 
Faire,nor goes extraqrdinary gay, d6. 

_ Sim: She has a good skinne ? LINES 

. Byd.' A good skinne ? thee is wealthy,her husband's a 
foole, ſheele make you, ſhee weares the breeches : ſheele 
make you ——— . _. (9D BIS: Dor 
- * Sin lle keepe rwo men and they ſhall be Taylors,they 
ſhal make (utes continually,$ choſe ſhal be doth of filver, 

Byd. You may goe'in beaten pretious ſtones every day, 
marry T-muſt acquaint you-with ſome obferyances which 
you mult purſue moſt religiouſly ; ſhe has a foole, a natu- 
rall foole 'waites 6n her, that is indeed her Pander, to 
him art the firſt you muſt bee bounteous, whatſoere hee 
craues, bee it your Hat , Cloake, _ Purſe, or ſuch 
triſe, giu't,giu*t, the night will pay all : and to draw all 
ſuſpe&.from purſuing her loue for baſe gaine ſake. 

Sim. Giu't ? by this lightlle giu't wert, "many ? I care 
not for her Chaine of Pearle, onely her loue ; gaine ? 
the firſt thing her bounty ſhall ferch is my bluſh colour 
Satten ſute from payne : gaine ? | 

+ Byd. When you hears one winde a Cornet,ſhe is com- 
ming downe Saint Markes itreete , prepare your ſpeech, 
ſuck your lips,lighten your ſpirits,freth your blood,fleeke 
your cheeks, for no\v thor ſhalt be made for ever (a per- 
petuall and eternall gull.). Exit Bydet. 

Sim. I(hall ſo raviſh her with my conrt-fhip , I have 

{nch-vatiecy of diſcourſe , ſuch copy' of phraſe to begin, 
as this ; ſwecte Lady Ylifſes Dog after -his Maſters ten 
yearcs trayell , I ſhall ſo tickle her z orchus, Pure beauty 
theee.is a ſtone, RY AL 

: Slip. I 'wo ftenes man. $245385 070% IA" 
Sm. Called, *tis'ino matter what; I ha':the GIG 
«of , 1am 
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What you wil. 

I am not to ſeeke'T warrant you, - | 

The Cornet is winded, Enter Pippo, Bydet,Pippo atired 

| like a Nerchants wife ;and Bydet like @ foote. © 

Sweet Lady #1ifſes dog z there's a ſtone called— O Lord 
what thall I (ay ?- Ck es F740 

Slip. Is all your cloquence'come to this ? 

Sim. The glorious radient of your ghmmeting eyes, 
your'glittering beauties blind my wit, and dazled my-— 

Pippo. Ile pat on my maske and pleaſe you, pray you 


vinke, pray you. 
' Bydet, © fine man , my miſtrefſe loues you beſt, I 


dreamt you 'gX'-mee chis rude and dagger, Iloue your 
Hat and Feather, O—— 

Sim, Doe not \cty man , doe not cry man z chou fliale 
ha them I ant they were—— 

Bydet. O that purſe with all the white pence in ix; fine 
man T loue-you;, giue you the fine red pence ſoone at 
aightzhe,l chanke you, where's the foole now ? 


1 Jo He has all my money's ] haue to keepe my ſelfe, 


Slip. Poght.  : —__and=— 
' Pippo.: Sir the foole ſhall lead you to my houſe, the 
foole ſhall not , at night I expe& youzcill then take this: 
ſeale of my affetion. Within Que: What Sinoplicin ? 
Sim, I-come Quadratus, Gentlemen'as yet I can but 
thanke you , but 1 muſt be truſted for my ordinary ſoone 
at n be , or ſtay Ile—the foole has unfurniſht mes but 
wh rh aine,good boy 


W it hin Qu atus' hat ho  Simplicius ? . 
Sim. FI boy , good __ I come, I come, good 


boyes,g00d boyes; 

Byd. The folle fhall waite on thee. Now doe I me- 
rit to be d, Boſphoros Carmelydon Honori ficacuminos 
Bydet, who, who has any ſquare Dice ? 

t Pippo. Sir chat haue I. 
| Byd. 'Thou alt looſe thy ſhare for it in our purchaſe, 


'Pippo.'E pray you now,pray you now, 
 Byd, 


$y+. R 2 


What. you Will. 
Eyd. Sooner the whiſſell of a Marrmer, *- 
U fleeke the rough curhes of che Oceas back, 
Now ſpeake I like ry ſclfe thou ſhalc looſe thy hare, 
' Entey Quadratus, Laverdure apd Celia , mt ati 
Meletza, Lyzabetta,Lucea,end Lampacho. 
Pip. Haztake all thengha. 
£44. VVithout cloake or hat or rapier figh. | 
| Zo” Gods me , looke yonder , who gave you theſe 
ings ? 

Bd Miſtrefle Perpetuanos foole. 

Sim. Miſtreſie Perpetuancs foole, hay ha, there lyes a 
jeſt, Senior the foole. promiſed me hee would not leaue 
mm | 
Byjd. I know the foole well, he will ſticke to yougdocs 
not uſeto forſake any youth that is inamorg on an other 
mans wiſe, hee ſtrives to keepe company with a crimſon 
ſatten ſute continually , hee loues te bes all one with a 
pwn » 2 good vet: ſelfc ary vn bearer, a 
ogge keeper, and great With the nobiluy, he doats upon 
2 meere (choller, = honeſt flat foole ; Cur aboue all hee 
is all one with a fellow whoſe cloake hath a hetter infide 
then his out-{ide, & his body richer lin'd then his braine. 

Sim. Vds (o I am coſoned. &Þ 

Pip. Pray you maſter pardon me, I muſt looſe my 
ſhare, | 

Sim. Give me my. purſe againe. 

&yd. You gaue ja and ile keep't. | 
| Que. Well done my honeſt crack thou ſhalt bee my 
ingle fort. | | | «< 

Lau. He ſhall keepe all maugre thy beardleflechin thy 
'; RH | 
Sim. 1 may gee ſtarue gll Mid-ſommer quarter. ' 
Lua. Foo ke thee hence. rok 
Pip. Ile to ſchoole agaige that I will, Left in Aſtin 
preſent , and Ile begin in A4/e in preſent, .and ſo good 
night faire gentry, Exit Fippo 

Sue. 


*V Ru 


What you Wil. 


Nua. The triple Ideots coxcombe crawnes thee, 
Bitces Figramaes confound thee, 

Cucold be when ere thou bride thee, 

T hrough every comicke Sceanc be drawne, 

Never come thy cloaths from pawne. 

Never may thy ſhame be ſheathed, 


Neyer kifſe a wench ſweet breathed. 


| Cornets ſaund. 
Enter 4s many Pages with torches as you can, Rardolo 
ane Adrian , Iacomo bare, the Dake with atten- 
auce. | | 
Ran. Ceaſe the Duke approachethgtis almoſt night, 
For the Dukes up,now begins his day, 

Come grace his entrance; lights lights now gins eur play. 
Duke. Still theſe ſame bauling pipes , ſound ſofter 
Slumber our ſenſe,tut theſe are vulgar ftraines, (fraige, 

Cannot your trembling wiers throw a Chaine 
Of powerfull raptare_'bout our mazed ſenſe ? 
Why is onr chaire thus cuſhion'd tapiſtry ? 
Why is our bed tired wich wanton ſports ? 
Why are we cloath'd with gliſtring attires ? 
If common bloods can heare,can fecls, 
Can fit as ſoft,lye as laſcivious, 
Strut all as rich as the greateft Potentate, 
Soule,and you cannot feaſt my thirſting cares 
With ought,but whart the lip of common birth can taſte, 
T ake all away your labour is idly waſtc, 
What ſport for __ 

Lam. A Comedy,intitled Temperance. _ 

ens, What ſot cles that ſubjeR for rhe Court, 
What ſhould dame Temperance doc, here,away, 
The itch on Temperence your mortall play. | 

Qua. Puke,Prince,royall blood, thou chat hat the belt 
means to be damn'd of any Lord in Venice , thou great 
man, let me kifſe thy fleh , I am fat and therefore faith- 
full, I will doe that which few of thy ſubjceRs doe ; p_ 

R 3 thee, 


What you-w!ll. 
thee, but I will neyer doe that which all thy ſubjeRs do ; 
flatcer thee, thy humours reall, good, Comedy ? - 

No and thy ſenſe would banquet in delights, - 
Appropriate to the blood of Emperours, . 

Peculiar to the ſtate of Majeſty, * 

Thar none can reliſh bat dilated oreatneſſe. 

Vouchſafe to view the ftrufure of a Scene 

That ſands on tragike ſollid paſſion, 

O thats fit trafficke to commerce with birthes 

Straind from the mud of baſe unable braines, 

Giue them a Scene may force their ſtruggling blood, 
Riſe up on tiptoe in attention, ' 

And All their intelle& with pure elixed wit, 

O thats for greatneſle apt,for Princes fit. 

Duke. Daiſt thou then undertake to ſute our cares | 
Wirh ſuch rich veſtmene ? 

Qua. Dare ? yes my Prince I dare, nay more,T will, 
And lle preſent a ſubje& worth thy loule: © 
The honor'd end of Cato Prican. | 

Dake. Wh. le perſonate him ? 

Qua. Marry that will T on ſuddaine kom change. 

Duke. Thou want'ft a beard, 

Qua. Tuth a beard 'nere made Cato, though many 
mens Cato hang onely on their chin. 
Su polet this PR the Cirie fas 
' Thetime the nig ht that proleng'd Eatos deach 
Now being p as d *mong his P lofoptcer 
Thele firſt * fcourſe the ſoules eternity. 

7aco. Catogrants that I am ſure,for he was yaliant'and 
honeſt, which an Epicure nere was,& a coward never will 

Qua. Then Cato holds a diſtin notion — (bc. 
Of individuall aRions after death : 

This being argy'd,his reſolue maimtaines 

A true magnanimous ſpirit ſhould giue up durt. 
To durt,and with his owne fleſh dead his fleſh, 
Fore chance ſhould force it crouch unto his foc : 


To. 


What you will; 

To kill ones ſelfe ſome 1,ſome hold itno;_ 

O theſe are poynts would entice away ones ſoulc 

To break's indenture of baſe prentiſage, Enter Frgnci/i, 

And run away from's body in ſwift thoughts, , 

To melt in contemplation's lufhjous-{weers; _. | 

Now my voluptuous Duke ile feed thy ſenſe, 

Worth his creation : giue me audience. | 
Fran. My liedge,my royall leidge, heare,heare my ute; 
Qua, Now may thy breath nere ſmell (weet as lon 

as thy lungs can pant for breaking my ſpeech, thou Mu: 

covite, thou ſtinking Perſunger. | ns 
Enter Albano. - 7 | 
Duke. Is not this Alban our ſome times Courier? + 
Fran. No troth but Franciſco your alwayes Perfumer, 
Alba. Loren; 0 Celſo our braue Fenice Duke, Albans 
Beltetzo, thy Merchant , thy Souldier, thy Courtier, thy 
flanc,thy any-thing, thy har thou wilt, kifſeth thy no- 
ble blood ; doe mee right ot elſe I am canonized a Cue 
kold,canonized a Cuckold, I am abuſ'd,I am abuſCdy,my 
wife's abuſ'd,my cloaths abuſ'd,my ſhape, my houſe, my 
all abu(ſ'd z I am-ſ\worne out of my ſelte , beaten our of 
my ſelfe,blaffled,geird at,laught at,bard my.owne houlc, 
debard my owne wife,whilſt others-ſwill my wines,gur- 

mandize my meate, kiſſea1y wife ; O gods, O gods ,O 

gods, O gods,() gods. NEWS 
Lau. Whoiſt? who ift ? APC 3; | 
Celia, Come (ſweet this is your waggery ifaith ,.as.if 

you knew him not. "ne 
Lau. Yes I fcare Idoetoo well , would I could ſlide 

away inviſible. | 
Duke. Aſſured this is he. | | = 
Iaco. My worthy liedge the jeſt comes onely thas, ; 

Now to ſtop and croſle it with meere like deceit: _ 

All being knowen the French Knight hath diſgui('d 

A fidler like Albazo toogto fright the Perfumer, thigis al. 


Duke. Art ſure tis true ?. 


R 4 © Otelet 


Wha: you _ 


Melet. Tis conteſt tis right. 

Alba. 1 tis rightztis true, right,l am a flea fdlers a 
fid}er,. uds fur' a fidler ; Ile not belceue thee thou art a 
woman,and tis knowne verites nos querit exgulos , truth 
ſeekes not ; to lurke under facthingals » Veritas non querit k 
angulos,a fidler ? 

Lav. Worthy fir pardon , and permit me firſt cacon- 
feſſe your ſelfe,! » your depuration dead hath made my louc 
lige,to offend you. 

Alba. 1,nock on,ſcoftc on,flout on,dos,doe,doe. 

Lau. Troth fir in ſerious. 

Alha. T good,zood, come hither Celia, 

Burft decals ries cart aſunder : Cel:g 

Why ftarteſt thou backe ? ſeeſt chou this Celia, , 

O me how often with laſcivious touch thy lip, 

Hath kifÞd this marke ? how oft this much wrong d 
breaſt! 

Hath borne the gentle waight of thy ſoft cheeke > | 
Celia. O-me my-deareſt Lord,my ſweet, ſweet loue. 
Alba. What a fidler,a fadler ? now thy loue. 

I am ſare thou ſcern'ft it-; nay Celis I could tell ; 

What on the night before I went to ſea, 

And tooke my leaue with Himeneall rites, 

What, thouliſps d 

Into my earc,a Gdler and perfymer now. 

Adri. And 

Ran. Deare brother. 

Jaco. Moſt refpetted Sentor, 

Belecue it by the ſacred end of lou, | 

Whaz much,much wrong hath forc'd your paticnce 

Proceeded from moſt deare afhed lone, 

Deyored to your houſe. 

Adri. Bcelecue it brothes. 

7ace. Nay your ſ#}fe whea you fl beare the occur- 
rances weill (oy ck comicall. 


Ran. Aﬀre ok brother, 


| 


n» ...+o- Aa tf Wai 2A 


Alb, 


| What you wil. 


Miba. Shall I be-braue , ſhall L be my ſelfe now, lgue, 
pi me thy loue, brothers giue me your breaſts, French 


night 44k, ce thy hand , perfytmer thy ft. DukeLin- | 


vite theeglouc ] forgiue thee ; French- man 1 wg Fe 


| know all, ile pardon all and ile 1 at all 
Qua. And ile curſe w Tel 
O yo ha' interrupt 4 av 
wwe wall heare theſe poyntes dicul', 


With apter and more calme affetcd houres, 
/ Qua. Woall,;good, good, 


ious mirth, 


A4lba,Waſt even ſoifaith? why then ca 
Skip light moriſcoes in. our frolicke b 
Flagg'd veines,ſweete, wh freſh infuſcd j joyes': {3 
Laughter pucker our cheoks,malke (h 


With chuckiog lightnefle, jane 0ace more 


= 
For ever claſpe our our hearts,our creaſts, 


Thus front, thus eyes;thus cheeke,thus all ſhall mecte : 
Shall clip, ſhall hug,ſball kifGe,my dearc,deare ſweete ; 
Duke wilt thou ſee me revell,come loue daunce, 
Court gallants court, ſucke amorous dalliance. 
Lam. Beauty your heart. 
Melet. Firlt Fo accept wy ns, 
Shce leaps roo raſh, that fals in ſudden bands. 
Lam. Shall I deſpaire ? never will I louc more, 
Melet. No ea [A boundlefſe vaſt but hath a ſhore. 
ua. Why marry me. 
Thou eanſt have bur foft fleſh,good blood,ſound bones, 
And that which fils up all your racks,g00d ſtones. 
Lyzabet. Stones, Trees and beafts in loue ſtill firmer 
oue 
Then man,Ile none no hold- faſts in your loues. 
Lau. Sance not the Miſtrefſe,come on faith the maid. 
Atha. Ten thouſand Ducke<ts treo to boote are laid. 
Lau. Why then wind Cornets, lead on jolly lad. 
Alba.Excuſe me gallants though my legs iead wrong. 
'Tis my firſt footing,vinde out nimble tongue, 


Duke. 


þ 
Þ 


What you will. 
 *gs. Gulpe Rheniſh wine my liedge z 1et our panch 


Suck merry Gellies; perview, but not prevent 
No mortall can the miſcries of life. PIE 
Alba. lhome invite you all,come ſweete, ſweete wite, 
ly liedge vouchſafe thy preſence , drinke till the ground 
looke blew,boy. {ES OT | 
Qua. Line ſtill ſpringing hopes,ſtill in freſh neyy joyes, 
May yout leues happy hit in faire cheekt wives, - | 
Your fleſh till.plumpe with (ap'd reſtoratiues, 
That's all my honeft frolicke heart can wiſh, 
A Fieo for the mew and envious pith, * | 
Till night, I with «0s food,and pleaſing day, 
Bur then ſound reſt;ſo ends our flight writ play. 


a - Exeaunt. 
Deo op. max.gratias. | = | 
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To my equall Reader. 


& Hauc ever more endeayoured to know thy 
d# lelfe, then to bee knowen of others : and 
mh rather to be un lly beloved of all,then 
fiRioully to bee idenired of a fevv: yet fo 
ID powerfully haue I bin enticed with the de» 
light of Poetry,and(I muſt ingenuouſly confefſe)aboue 
better deſcrt fo | fortunate in rheſe ſtage-pleaſings, that 
(ler my reſolutions bee neyer ſo fixed to call mine 
into my ſ(elfe,) I much feare that moſt lamenrable death 
of him, Quit nimis notus omnibus, 
Iguotus moritur fibi Senecs. 
Bue ſince the orer-vehement purſute of theſe delights 
bath bin the ſicknefle of my youth, and now is en tO 
be the vice of my firmer ape , fince to fatishe others, T 
negle& my ſelſc;lct it be the curtefte of my peruſer,cather 
to pitie my ſelfe-hindring labours,then to malice mezand 
let bim be pleaſcd te}be my reader,& nor my eter, 
fince I would faine reſcrue that office in mv owne hands, 
it being my daily prayer, 4bfit « jacorum noffrorum ſompli- 
citate malignmus interpres. Martial 
If any (half wonder why I print a Comedy,whoſc life 
rcits much in the ARors voice. Let fuch know, thar it 
cangot aroyd.publifhing : lct it therefore Rand with good 
excuſe, that L haue becne-my owne ſetter our, 
if any; deſire to aaderſtand the ſcope of my Comedy, 
_— it hath the ame limirs,'vwlaich 7uvenal giues to his 
atyres, 


Ouicquid 


To the Reader, 


- nicquitl ag homines,v0tuw,tinoraraxudlupte, . 
' Gandia,diſcurſns,nofri farrags libeRt eff. Tyvenal. 
As forthe:faRious malice, and ſtudied 'detrations of 
fome few that-tread in the ſame path with me*,"ler all 
know, I'moft eaſily negle& them, and (careleſly flambe. 
ring- te-their vitious endeayours) ſoule heartily zt their 
ſelte-hurting baſeneſſe, My boſome friend. good Epifie- 
#45 makes meecalilyto contemane:all ſuch mens malice : 
fince other mens tongues are not within my tecth, why 
ſhould I hope to governe them ? For mine owne. interelt 
for once let this-be printed,that of men of -my owne ad- 
diction, 1 loue molt, pitie ſome, hate none : For ler mee 
truely ſay it, I once only loved my ſelfe,fot loving them, 
and ſurely I.ſhall everreſt ſo conſtant ro my firſt affeRi. 
ongthar let their ungentle combinings, diſcurteous whil- 
perings. , never ſo treacheroufly labour to go re my 
untenced reputation,T ſhali(as long as I have beihg)loue 
the leaſt. of their graces , and onely pitie the greateſt of 
their yices.. - | . © Sis Kos 
And-now to kill enyy , know you that affe to be the 
only minions of Fhebus,k am not ſo bluſklefly ambitious 
as to. hope to gaine any the leaſt ſupreame-eminencie a- 
mong you; I atfe& not only the Euge rnum, &* Beks ! tis 
not my faſhion-to thinke no writer vertuoully confident, 
that 15 net (wellingly impudenrt. Nor doe labourto bee 
held the onely (pirir, whoſe Poems may be thought wor- 
thy to be kept in Cedar cheſts, Eb rnoet + $2 
|  Heliconidaſq; Pallidanq; pyrenen, Tur 
Wis relinquo quoram imagines lambunt © tb: 
_  .Heder&fequaces. ' - - « Papſ.:* 

He that purſues fame, fhall for:mee withour any rivall 

| haue breath enough, 1 efteeme felicity tobee more ſolide 
corentment , onely let itbeo lawfal:-for me with anaffe- 
Qed modeſty , and full thovghe, to ead boldly with that 
af Perþua... PROP 148" 188 » .:Ipſe ſemipaganis bt: SI KeLIk 
Ad [acra vatum carmen affero noftrum. CELLS LD 
wh) Is : Marſton. PRO- 
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Prologus. 


"Y 
F 


TT FROG ow that here with matt irs "4 
T4 heſer tobe 200 iſo,in others wonke. '* C& Ws 
The refit thus ſUpted : | (© 11 
Spe? afhns now, you may with fre faces - G "yt, w9 
Behold this Scene, x here no rude diſgraces 

Shall taint a publicke,or 6 private namez 

This pen at viler rate doth value fame, 

Then at the price of others infamy , 

To purchaſeit : Let others dare the rope, 

Tour modeſt pleaſare ts'0ur Authors ſcope. 

The hurdle and the racke r0 them he leaues 

That heue noug ht left to be accounted «up, 

But by not being : Nor doth he hope to win 

Tour Laud or hand, with that moſt common fre 

Of vulgar pens,ranke bandrie, that ſmels | 

Even thorgw your maskes, V (que ad nauſecam : 

The venus of this Scene doth loath to weare 

So vile,ſo common {0 immodeſt clothings : k 

But if the nimble forme of Comedy, | | 
Meere ſpeetacle of life, and publicke manners, . 

May gracefully arriue to your pleaſed eares, 

We boldly dare the utmoſt death of feares, 

For we yh know that this moſt faire fil'd roqme 

Is loaden with moſt Atick judgemests,ableſt ſpirits, 

T hen whom there «re none more exatt,full;ſlirong, - 
Tet none more ſoft ,benigne in cenſuring. 

I know ther's xot one Aſſe in all this preſence, 


Of gur poore Author liues,you are his very grace, 
"Now if any wonder why hee's drawne 
. Te ſuch baſe ſoothings, now bi play's the Fawne. ' 
Inter. 


Not oxe cellumnious raſcall,or baſe villaine + 

Of emptieſ# merit that would taxe and flaunder = 
1j Innocencie her ſelſe ſhoald write,not one we know t. d « 
0 you are af the very breath of Phzbus, r 
In your pleaſ*d gracings all the true life blood | "ou 


Imterfocutor es, 


Hercutes = 
diſpuiſed, & Duke of Ferrard. 
Faunus. RY 


Genzago Duke of Prin. 
* Tiberio, Sonne to Heralles. 
Palcimel, Daughter to GotFago. 


An hogourable learried Lady compa- 
tion to the Ptiricefſe Dutcimel. 


Granuffo, A filentLord. 

Don Zuccone, A caufleily jealous Lord. 

Dorna Zoya, A vermous faire vitty Lady, his wife. 
S. 4moroſo debile-doſſo, A fickly Knight. 

Danua EA: 26 His Lady. 


Brother to Sir Lx0ro/o and a viti- 
Herod Frappatere. y ons Bragart. ye 


Nimpbadyre, Ayou Contrtier and common Lover. [\ 
Dendolo, Anke” Io 
Repaldy, Brother to: Mercules. "WIE x ef Y 
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Actvs |. Scgna l. 


Exter Hercules and Renaldo. 


Hercules. 


g E E yonder's bin, thoſe farre 

& Spyres riſe from the Citie, you appeming 
Ca du mee no further, returne'to Ferrarh, 
8 my. Dukedome by your care in my ab- 
I ſence thall reft conttanaly yniced, & inokt 
religivufly loyall. 
Fe. My Prince and brother , let my blood. and lou 
challenge the freedome 6f ohe Coprr | 


Her. You haut. ep "a8 
Re. Wh our. xr g:' 7! 

And Grmed _— of time, wr in reals ZH 
Thoſe trier limits of regarfall ſtare ? 

e. | Which with ſevere diſtin&ion youRtill = 

= And now to unknowtn danpers you'ls 

Your ſclfe Feripus Dulce 3atid inyour 

The ſtatezand us,, I tny lou'dbrother VE F 

[Honour avoidynotwarty;joft defarcty-.} - 0d FF 

BD Bur flics all meanes ehirany if vole bioueamis. * 
fl Her. Buſe'yout ele wich ao fees, Tel 


moſt wary of our 


pop ons, Eropuek oy en bebus 
[x you for your fa ps. 


[tl- 
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The Fawre. 


yow'd'to viſit the Court of Yrbin in ſome diſguiſe as 
thus : my ſonne as youcan veell vwitnefle with me, could 
1 never perſwade to: marriage , although my ſelfe was 
then an ever reſ6lved widdower z and though I propo- 
Fed to him this very Lady , to whom hee is gone in my 
right to negotiate:now how his cooler blood will bchaue 
it ſelfe in this buſines, would I have an onely teſtimony, 
_ other contents ſhall I giue my ſclfe , asnor to cake loue 
" by attorny, or make my eletion our of tongues ; other 
ſuffilings there are , which my regard would faine make 
ſound to mee;: ſomething of much you know, that,and 
what elſe you mult not know”, bids you excuſe this kind 
of my departure. | (wiſelt, 
Re. 1 commend all to your wiſedomezand yours to the 
Her. Thinke not but I ſhall approue that more then 
folly , which even now appearcs in a moſt ridiculous ex- 
peation : bee in this aſſured,” The botome of pravitie 
is nothing like the top, once more f.:re you well. 
| Exit Ren. 
And now thou ccremonious Soveraignty, 
Yee proud (everer ſtarefull complements, 
T he ſecret arts of Rule, I put you off; 
Nor ever ſhall thoſe manaclcs of forthe, 
Once more locke tip the appetite of blood. 
Tis now an age of man,whilſt we all ftrickt 
Haue liu'd in awe of cariage regular 
Apted unto my place ; gor hath my life 
Qnce taſted of exorbitant afteRs, 
Wilde Longingr,or the leaſt of di/rand ſhapes, 


Bur we mult once be wildztis ancient truth, 

O fortunatc, whoſe madneſle fals in youth ! 

Well, this is text,who ever keepes his place 

In ſervile Rationgis all low and baſc. 

_ __ » Shall becauſe ſome few may cry,light,vaine, 

' Beat downe affection from deſired rule, 

He thatdoth firiue to-pleaſe the world's a ſoole + 
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The Fawne. 


To have that fellow cry, O marke him,graue, 
Sec how auſterely hee doth giue example 
Of repreſſed heate and ſteddy life, = 
Whileſt my forc'd life againſt the ſtreame of blood 
Is lugg'd along,and all to keepe the God 
()* tooles and women, Mice opinion : 
Whoſe ftrit preſerving makes oft great men fooles, 
And fooles of great men: no thou world know thus, 
Ther's nothing free but it is generous, 

Extt. 


SCENA SECyNDA,. 


Enter Nympladoro and Herod. 


Her. How now my little more then nothing , what 

newes is ſtirring ? 

Pag. All the Citic's afire. Nimp. On fire ? 

Page. With joy of the Prince Dulcimets birth day, 
there's ſhew upon ſhew,[port upon ſporr. 

Hero. What ſport, what ſport ? | 

Page Marry fir to folemnize the Princes birth-day 
ther's firſt Crackers \vhich 1un into the ayre, and when 
they are at the top; like ſome ambitious ſtrange heretike, 
keepe a cracking , and a cracking , and then breake, and 
downe they come, 

Heros A pretty crab, he would yeeld tart juyce and he 
were {queez'd. 

Nym. What ſport elſe ?_ 

page. Other hre-workes. 

Hero, Spirit of wine, Icannot tell how tlieſe fire- 
workes ſhould bee good at the ſolemnitzing the birth of 
men.or women, 1 am ſure they are dangerous attheir be« 
getting 3 what more fite-workes (ir ? 


Page. T here be ſquibs fir, which ſquibs running upon 


lines like ſome of our gawdy gallants (ir,keepe a (mother 


fir,with fliſhing and Aaſhing , and in the end firghey doe 
Gab 7 179 N mm. What ltr e | 
S 2 Page 


The:Fawne, 


P age. Stinke far, 
Hero, Fore heaven,a moſt ſweets yooth. 
T5 Enter Dondolo. 

Don. Newes,newes,nevyes, newes. 

Hero, What in the name of propheſic ? 

Nym. Art thou growne wile ? | 

Hero, Doth the Duke want no money ? 

Nym.- Is there a maid founi at 24 ? 

Hero. Speake thou three leg'd Tripos, is thy ſhip of 
Fooles aflete yet ? 

Don. T ha many things in my head to tell you. 

Hero, 1 , thy head is alwayes working, it roles, and it 
roles Dondole, bu it gathers no mofſe Dondolo. 

Don. Tiberio the Duke of Ferrara's.ſonne excellently 
horſed,all upon Flaunders Mares, is atrived at the-Court 
this yery day,ſomewhat late in the night time, 

Hero. An excellent nuntiws. 

Don. Why my gallants?I hauc had a good wit. . 

Hero. Yes troti , but now tis growne like an Alma- 
nacke for the lalt yeare, paſt datezthe marke's out of thy 
mouth Dondylo. | 

Nym. And what's the Princes Ambaſſage ? thoy art 
private with the Duke, thou belongelt to his cloſe ſtoole. 

Don. Why ? every foole knowes thac, I know it my 
{c}fe man as well as the beſt man, he is come'to ſolicite a 
marriage betwixt his Father the Duke of Ferrara, and 
our Duke of Yrbins daughter Dulcimell. 

Nym. Pifle of my paſſions, Nymphadoro ſhall looſe 
oneof his Miſtrefits.., _ 3\ 
Herg. Nay , if thou haſt more then ont, the loſſt can 
nere be grievous , ſince tis certaine, hee'that loues many 
formally, never loucs any violegtly , 610 Tv © HuL 
.Nyre. Moſt waſted Frappatore, is any hand the weaker 
becauſe it is divided into many fingers ?| nog tid the moro 
ftrongly ninible, 1 doe. now loue-threefeort indi nine 
+ 1155, of chem moſt extreamdly well, but I m—_— 


p of 


d it 


nortwell thought my Lord, weemu 


The F avns. 

che Princes moſt extreamely -beſt : but in very 
ſadnefle, I ha' loſt all hope, _ with that hope hog 
that is moſt rare,moſi faire,moſt wiſe,moſt ſweer,moft-. 

Her. Anything true, bur remember ſtill chis faire;chig 
wiſe,this ſweete,this all of excellencie has in the tayle 6f 
all, a Woman. 

N ym. Peace , the preſence fils againſt the Prince ap- 
proacheth : Marke who enters. 

Her. My Brother,ſir .4mero/q- debilidoſſo. 

Nym. Not he? $A Ge 

Her. No, not he. 7 | 

Nym. How i is he chang'd ? 

Her, Why, growne the ver y dregs of the deabes up. 

Nym. O Babylon thy wa are fallen: Is he married ? 

Her. Yes , yet-ftill the Ladies bed; or thoodes- 
mon Ladies ſervant. 

'Nym. How do's his owne Lady beare wich him 2 

Her. Faith like the Remane Milo, bore with him 
when hee was a Calfe, and nov Carries him when hee's 
growne an Oxe. 

Nym. Peace the Duke's at hand. 


Corgets. Enter Granuffo, Gonrago,Dalcimell, 
 Philocalia, Loia, 

Gon. Daughter, for that our laſt {peech leaues he fhr- 
meſt my, 5 thus adviſ'd : when young Tiberts 
tiates his fathers loue,, hold heedieh guard over thy = 
ons, and ſtill keepe this full chought firme in thy ceaſon, 
tis his: old Fathers-lave the young man moves; {ise ©. 

'y beare brains, | 
when thou ſhalt behold Tiberioglife-full eyes , and- 
fld vaines, complexion firme ,- and IRA that eurke - 
with ſtrength of Juſtie moiſture, ( I thinke wee yeroan 
ſpeake , 'wee ha” beene eloquent ) thou muſt ſhape'thy 


thoughts to appreiend his father well in yeares, - * - 
S 3 A graue f 
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A grave wiſe Prince,whoſe beauty is his honour, 
And well paſt life, and doe not giue thy thoughts, 
Leaſt lib:rcy to ſhape adiyers (cope, 

(My Lord Grams ray yee note my phraſe) 

90 ſkalt thou not abuſe thy younger hope, 

Nox affli& us, who onely joy in life, 

To ſee thee his, 

Dutl. Gratious my father feare nor, I reft moſt dutious 
to your diſpoſe, Conſort of muficke. 

Gon. Set on then , for the Mulicke giues us notice the 
Prince is hard ac hand. 

Tiberto with his treine with Hercules digui/ed. 

Dul. You are moſt welcome to our long deſiring Fa- 
therzto us you are come ? 

Tib. From our cong defiring Fathee. 

Dul. Is this your Fathers true proportion ? 

| - Shewes a Pifture. 

Tih, No Lady,but the perfc& counterfeit. 

Dul. And the beſt grac't, 

Tibh. The Painters art could yeeld. 

Dul. I wonder hee would tend a counterfeit to maue 
our loue, Gon. Heare, that's my wit, when I was 
eighteene ſich a pretty roying wit had I , bur age hath 
made us wiſe (haſt not my Lord ?) 

Tib. Why faireſt Princeſle if your eye diſlike that dea- 
der peece, behold mee his true forme and liuclicr Image, 
ſuch my Father hath beene. 

Dul. My Lord,pleaſe you to ſcent this lower, 

Tib. Tis withered Lady,the flowers ſcent is gone. 

/Dul. This hath beene ſuch as you arc, thath beene fir 
they ſay in England , thax a farre found Frier had guirt 
the Iland round with a þrafle wall , if that they could 
hane catched Time js, but Time is paſt , left it ſtill clipt 
yvith aged Neptunes arme. 

Tib. Aurors yet keepes chaſt old Tithons bed, 

Dul, Yet bluſhes at it when ſhe ri(cs. 
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Gon. Pretty , pretcy , juſt like my younger witz you 
know it my Lord ? | 

Dul, Bat is your Fathers age thus freſh , hath yer his 
head ſo many haires ? | 

Tib. More,more;by many a one. 

Dul. More (ay you ? 

Tih. Mare. ; | 

Dul. Right fir, for this hath none, is his eye ſo quicke 
agthis ſame peece makes him ſhew ? 

Tib, The curteſic of art hath given more life to that 


part,then the ſad cares of ſtate would grant my Father. 


Dul. This modell ſpeakes about fourtie. 

Tib. Then doth it: ſomewhat fl utter , for our father 
hath ſeene moreyeares , and is a little ſhranke from the 
full trength of time. | 

Gon. Somewhat coldly pray(['d. 

Dul. Your father hath a faire Solicitor, 

And be it ſpoke with virgin modeſty, 

I would he were no elder,not that I doe fly 
His fide for yeares,or other hopes of youth, 
But inregard the malice of lewd tongues, 
Quicke to depraue on poſlibilities, 

(Almoſt impoſlibilitics) will ſpread 
Rumors to honour dangerous. | 

Gon. What whiſper ? 1, my Lord Granuffo twere fit 
To part their lips : men of diſcerning wit 
Thar haue read plinie can diſcourſe,or (o, 

But giue me praRice : well experienc't age 

Is the true Delphos. I am no Oracle 

But yer Ile propheſie : well my Lord Granufo, 

Tis fat to interrupt their privacie, - , 

Iscnot my Lord?aow ſure thou art a man 

Of a moſt learned filence, and one whoſe words 

Haue beene moſt pretious to me,right, I know ty heart, 
Tis true, thy legs diſcourſe with right and grace, 


And thy tongue 1s conftant. Faire my Log6,. 
S 4 Fotbcare 


Forbeave all private cloſer conference," 
What from your father comes,comes openly, 
And ſe muſt fpeake : for you muſt know my age 
_ Hathſeenethe beings, and the quide of things, 
I know Dimenſions and the terminy 

Of all exifens : Sir 1 know what ſhapes 
Appetice formes , but policic and ſtates 

Haue more ele&ed ends : your fathers ſutc 

Is with all publike orace received,and private loue 
Imbraces, as for-our davghters bent of mind 
She muld ſeerne ſomewhat nice, tis Virgins kind 
To hold long our, if yer ſhe chance deny, 
Aſcribe it to her decent modeſty : 

We haue beene a Philoſopher and ſpoke 


With much applauſe ; but now age makes us wile, 
And drawes our eyes to ſearch the heart of things, 
And leaue'yaine ſeemings,therefore you mult know, 


I would be loath the gaudy 5: of youth 
Should one proyoke;and not allow'd of heate, 


Or hinder,or, for fir T know and ſo, 
Therefore before us time and place affords 


Free ſpeech,clie not : wiſe heads uſe but few words 


In ſhort breath,know the Court of Yrtin holds 
Your preſence and your embaſſage ſo deare, 


That wee want meanes once to exprefſe our heart 


But with our heart: plaine meaning ſhungerh'arr 


3 


You are moſt welcome (Lord Granufe a tricke, 
A.figurenote) wee uſe no Rhetoricke. Exit Gon. 
Femanent Hercules, Nymphadore and Herod. 


Herg. Did not Tiberio call his father foole ? 
Xym. No, hee ſaid yeares had weakned his yo 


uthfull 


Hero, Hee (wore hee was bald. (quickneſle. 


Nym. No ; but not thicke hair'd. 


Hero. By this light, Ile ſweare hee (aid his father had 


the hipgout, the ſtrangury, the fiſtula, in anno,and 


2 moſt 


unbidable breath, no teeth, lefſe eyes, grear fingers, little 


legges, 
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legges, an cternall fluxe, and an everlaſting cough of the 
longues. 

Now. Fie,fie, by this light he did not. 

Hero. By this light he ſhould ba* done then : horne on 
him, threeſcore and ftue , to haue and to hold, a Lady of 
fitteene. O Miſen7tus a tyrannie equall if nor aboue thy 
rorturing, ; thou didſt bind the living and the dead bodies 
rogether , and forced them ſo to pine and rot; but this 
cruelty binds breaſt ro breaſt , not onely different bodies, * 
but if ic were poſhble moſt unequall minds , together - 
with an inforcement even Rae 2 708 to Nature Now 
the Iayſe deliver me,an Intelligencer; be good to me yee 
Cloyſters of bondage ; of whence arezhou ? 


Her. Of Ferrara. | 
Hero. A Ferraraes, What to me, cameſt chou-in with 


the Prince Tiberw ? © | | 
Her. With the Prince T'iberio , what a that, you will 


not rayle at me,will you? 

Hero, Who T* Irayle ag one of Ferrara, @ Fereyeer, 
no ? didſt chouride ? | 

Her. No. ; 

Hero. Haſt thou worne ſocks ? - Hey. No. 

Hiro, Then blefled bee the moſt 22PPy erauel] be- 
wixt thy toes,T doe propheſic thy tyrann! ng irch ſha]l 
be honourable , and thy right worſhipfull ſoule ſhall ap- 
peare in full preſencezart thou an officer to the Princefle >- 

Her. T am,what a that ? . 

Hero. My cap,whart officer ? 

Her. Yeoman of his bottles, what to that ? - 

Hero, My lip, thy name good yeoman' of the bottles 2 

Her. Faunts. 

Nym.” Faunus an old Courtier , T wonder thou art in 
no better cloarths and _ Faunus ? | 

Her, 1 may bee in better place fir , and with them of 
more regard , if'this match of our Dukes intexr-ariage 


with the heire of rbin proceed;the Duke of Prbhn dying, 
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and our Lord comming in his Ladies right title to your 
Dukedome. 

Hero. Why then ſhalt thou oh yeoman of the bottles 
become a maker of Magnificoes , thou ſhalt begge {ome 
od (ute, and change thy old ſute, part thy beard, clenſe 


thy teerh,and eate Apricocks, marry a rich widdow, or a | 


crackt Lady,whoſe caſe thou ſhalt make good. Then my 
Pythagoras , ſhall thou and | make a tranſmigration of 
ſoules,thou ſhalt marry my daughrter,or my wie ſhall þe 
thy gratious Miſtreſſe. Seventcene puncks ſhall be chy 
portion, thou ſhalt begge to thy comfort of cleane 
innen , cate no more freſh bcefe ar ſupper , or haue thy 
broth for next dayes porredge, but the fleſh pots of Zg ype 
ſhall fatten thee, and the Graſhopper ſhall fourih in thy 
ſummer. 

Nym. And what doſt thou thinke of the Dukes oyer- 
ture of marriape ? 

Hero. What doe you thinke ? 

Her. My | (peake boldly as at 4Heppo ? | 

Nym. Speake till thy lungs ake, talke out thy teeth, 
here are none of thoſe cankers, theſe miſchicfes of ſoci- 
etie intelligencers,or informers,that will caſt rumour in- 
to the teerh of ſome Lelivs Ba'dzs,a mancruelly eloquet, 
and bloodily learned,no,what (ayeft chou Fauna ? 

7 With an undoabted breaſt thus I may ſpeake 
boldly. 

; + By this night ile ſpeake broadly firſt and thou 
wilt man,our Duke of Yrbjz is a man very happily mad, 
for he thinkes him(elfe right perfe&ly wiſc,and moſt de- 
monſtratuely learned : nay more. 

Her. No more, Ile on, mee chinkes the young Lord 
our Prince of Ferrazs {o bounteouſly adorned with all, 
of grace, feature and beft ſhaped proportion, faire uſe of 
ſpeech,full opporcunity,and that which makes the (ympa- 
£ of all <qualicy,ot heate, of yeares, bf blood ; mec 
thinkes theſe Loadſancs inould artratt the mettle W 

the 
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the young Princeſſe rather to the ſon then to the noy- 
fome,cold, & moſt weake fide of his halfe rotten father. 

Hero. I Wart ours, th'art ours,now darc we ſpeake as 
boldly as if Adam had nor fallen,and made us all flaues, 
harke yee,the Duke is an arrant doting Afſeyan Aﬀe,and 


Rio the yak Oy 6 of my very ſenſe, will turne a foohſh 


animall,for his ſonne wil proue like one of Baals prieſts, 
haue all the fleſh preſented to the Tdoll his father, but he 
inthe night will teed on't, will devoure it, hee will yeo- 
man of the þortles,he will. 

Her: Now gentlemen , I am ſure the luſt of ipeech 
hath equally drenched us all , know Iam no ſervant to 
tus Prince Tiberzo. Hero. Not ? 

Her. Not, but one to him out of ſome private urging 
moſt vowed,one that purſues him but for opportunity ot 
falſe (atisfaRion , now if ye can preferre my ſervice to 
himyI ſhall reſt yours wholly. 

Hero. luſt in the devils mouth, thou ſhalt haue place, 
Faune thou ſhalt , behold this generous Nyzmphadoro, a 
oallant of acleane boote , ſtraight backe, and head of a - 
moſt hopefull expeRation, hee 18 3 ſervant of faire Dul- 
cimels, her very creature, borne to the Princeſle ſole ado- 
ration, a man ſoſpentin time to her , that pitie (if no 
more of grace) mult follow him (ccond, vyhen we hane 
eained the roome , ſcru'd his ſute Hercules. Ie bee your 
ntelligencer. 

Her. Our yery heart , andif need be,workes to moſt 
deſperate ends. 

Hero. VVell urged. Her, Words fit acquaintance,but 
full ations fciends. Nym. Thou ſhalt not want Faunw. 

Her. You promiſe well. IS 

Hero.Be thou bur firme,that old doting iniquity of age, 
tar only eyed lecherous dake thy Lord thal be bafſf'ld co 
cxtreamett derifion, his ſonne proue hus toole fathers 
owne iſſue. | 

Ny. And we, and thou with us bleſſed and ng 
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pu that miſcry of .poſſible contempt , and aboue the 
opes pr conjeures. | 
_ - Her, Nay as for wealth wilia miretur vlgus.. T know 
by his phayſiognomy for wealth he 15 of my addidtion, & 
bids a fico for't. 
ym. Why thou art but a younger brother, but poore 
Balda7oxe. | 
Hero. Faith to ſpeake truth, my meanes are written inf] * 
the booke of fare, as yet unknowne, and yet I am ac my} : 
foole,and my hunting gelding, comic, Vtah,to this feaſt. 
tull entertainment, 


_ Exeunt. rema. Hercy. 
Her. I never knew tt[l now,how old I was, 

By him by whom we are, I thinke a Prince 

Whoſe tender ſufferance neyer felt a guſt 

Ot boulder breathings,bur ſtill liv'd gently fann'd 

Writh the ſoft. gales of his owne flatterers lips , 


Shall never know his owne compleRion, F 
Deere ſleepe and luſt I thanke you,but for you, 

 Maxgall al now. ſcarce had knowne my ſelfe. { 
T hou gratefull poyſon, fleepe miſchiefe Flatery d 
Thon dreamefull ſlumber Chat doth fall on Kings 4 
As (oft and ſoone as their firft holy oyle,) h 
Be thou for ever damn'd,lI now repent. M 
Serere indiftions to ſome ſharpe ſtiles la 
Freenes,ſ{o'r grow not to licentiouſhefle ct 
Is gratefull to juſt ſtates. Moſt ſpotlefſe kingdome, 
And Men © happy borne under goad ſtarrs, 
Where what is honeft you may treely rhinke, P 
Speake what you thinke, and write what you doe ſpeak - * 
Not bound to ſervile ſoothings. But ſince our ranke w 
Hath ever been afflited with theſe flyes | 
(That blow corruption on the ſweeteſt vertues) ns 


I will revenge us all upon you all ' 


With the ſame itratagem we ſtill are caught, 
Elattery it ſelfe ; and [ure all knowe the ſharpeneſſe 
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Of reprehenſive language is even blunted 
To full contempe,fince vice is now term'd faſhion, 


And moſt are growne toll even with defence, 

I vow to waſt this moſt prodigious heat 

That f-1!s into my age,like ſcorching flames 

In depth of numb'd December,in flattering all 

In all of their extreameRt yiniouſneſſe, 

Till in their owne lov'd race they fall moſt lame, 

And meet full butte the cloſe of Vices ſhame, £82. 


ACTysS II. SCENA TI, 


Herod and Nymphadoro with napkins in their hands, 
followed by pages with ftooles and meat. 


Her. { DOme Sirza ſtoole boy, theſe Court Feaſts are to 

us Servitors Court Faſts, ſuch ſcambling, ſuch 
ſhift for ro eate, and where to eate ; here a Squire of fovy 
degree hath gor the carkafſe of a Plover , there Pages of 
the Chamber divide the ſpoyles of a tatrerd Pheſant, 
here the Sewer has friended a Countrey-Gentleman 
with a ſweet preene gooſe,and there a youhg fellow thac 
late has bought his office , has caught a Woodcocke by 
the noſe, with cups full over flowing. 

Nym. Butis not Faunus Refer'd with a righe hand ? 

Her. Did you eyer ſee a fellow ſo (purted up in a me- 
ment ? he has got the right care of the Duke, the Prince, 
Princefſe,moſt of the Lords, but all che Ladies : why he 
is become their onely Minien,Viher,athd Supporter. 

Nym. He hath gotten more loy'd teputation of vertae, 
of learning,of all graces,in one houtr, then all your ſnac- 
ling reformers hayElin ow — — 

Her. Nay , thats unqueſtionable', and indeed what a 
tuiclefle labor 5 what a filling of Danaer tubbe , is it be- 
cone to inyeigh fgainſt folly , corritunity takes avvay 
the ſenſe , and example tlie ſhathe : no, praiſe me cheſt 

fellowesy 
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fellowes, hang on their chariot wheele, and mount with 
them whom torrune heaves,nay drives.: A Stoicall ſoure 
yercue [cldome thrives, Oppoſe ſuch fortune , and then 
burſt with thoſe are pitied. 

Enter Hercules freſhly /uted. 

Nym. Behold that ching of moſt forcunatez moſt proſ- 
perous Dor Faunzm himſclfc. 

Hero.Blefled and long-laſting be thy carnation ribbanz 
O man of more then wit, much more then vertue,of for- 
nine, vil't cate any of a young ſpring (aller ? 

Her. Where did the hearbs graw my Gallant , where 
did they grow ? | 

Hero. Hard by in the City here. 

Her. No, Ile none, Ile cat no City hearbs, no City 
roots,for here in the Ciry a man ſhal have his excrements 
in his ceeth againe wi:hin foure and twenty houres , I 
love no City (allets : has't any Canarie ? 

Nym. How the poore ſnayle wriggles with this ſud- 
daine warmth, Herod drinhkes. 

Hero. Here Fauns a health as deepe as a female. 

Herc. Fore 1ove,we mult be more indeerd. 

Nyz:. How doofft thou fecle thy (celtic now Fawne ? 
Herc. Very womanly with my fingers , I proteſt 1 
thinke I ſhall love you, are you married ? I am truely ta- 
ken with your vertues,are you married ? 

Hero. Yes. 

Herc. Why I like you well for it. 

Hero. Notroth Fawne,I am not married. 

Herc, Whry I like you better for it ; foreheayen I muſt 
love you, 

Hero. Why Fawne,why ? 

Herc. Fore-heaven you. are bleſt with three rare gra- 
ces,fine linnen,cleane ang ings,2 ſanguine complexion, and 
I am (urezan excellent witztor you are a Gentleman born. 

Hero. T hanke thee (weet Fawne , but why is cleane 
linac ſuch a grace,] prethee ? LE OE 
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Here. Oh my excellent, and inward deerely approo- 
ved friend , What's your name fir ? cleane linnen is the 
fr our life craues,and the laſt our death enjoyes. 

Hero. But what hope reſts tor Nympbadors, thou art 
now within the buttons of the Prince : ſhall the Duke his 
Father marry the Lady ? 

Alerc. Tis to be hoped,nor. 

Nym. Thats ſome zeleefe as long as there is hope. 

Herc. But ſure far tis almoſt undoubted the Lady will 
eary him. 

N;m. 0 peſtilent ayre,is there no plot ſo cunning, no 
ſurmiſe ſo falſe,no way of avoidance ? 

Herc, Haſt thou any pity, cither of his paſſion,or the 
Ladies yeeres , a Gentleman in the ſummer and hunting 
ſeaſon of his youth, the Lady met inthe (ame warmth , 
wer't notto be wept that ſuch a ſapleſſe chafing-diſh-ve 
ling old docard as the Duke of Ferrara with his withcred 
hand , ſhould plucke ſuch a bud , (uch a -- Oh the life of 
ſence | | | 

Nym. Thou art now a perfe& Courier of juſt fafhion, 
good gracescanit not relieve us ? 

Herc. Ha ye any money ? 

Nyn. Piſh Fawne,we are young Gallants. 

Here. The liker to have no money. But my young 
Gallants to ſpeake like my ſelfe,I will hugg your humor, 
Why looke you, there is fate, deſtiny, ws. ga 
Planets , (whica theugh they are under nature , yet they 
are above women,)who hath read the Book of 7 exon 
no,cheriſh your hope, {weeten your imaginations, with 
thoughts of, ah why women are the _ giddy , uncer- 
taine motions under heaven , tis neither proportion of 
body, vertne of mind, amplitade of fortune, greatnefle of 
blood, but onely meere chancefull appetite {waycs them : 
which makes ſome one like a man , be it but for the pas» 
ring of his nayles, viah, as for inequality, art got a Gen- 
tieman ? | 


Nym. 
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Nym. That TI amyand my beneficence hall ſhew it. 

Her. Iknow you are, by that only word beneficence, 
which onely ſpeakes of the fature-tence (hall know it,) 
bur may I breath in your boſomes ? I onely feare Tiberi 
will abuſc his fathers truſt , and ſo make your hopes del- 

erate. 
: Nymn. How ? the Prince ? would he onely ſtood ctollc 
to my wiſhes,he ſhould find me an Iralian. 

 Herc. How,an Iralian ? 

Hero. By thy ayd an Italian , deere Faunus , thou art 
now wripled into the Princes boſome , and thy ſweet 
hand ſhould Miniſter that Near to him , ſhould make 
him immortall. Nymphadoro in diret phraſe , thou 
ſhould'ftt murther the Prince , ſo reyenge thine owne 
wrongs,and be rewarded for thar revenge. 

Herc. Atore the light of my eyes , I thinke 1 ſill ad- 
mire, wonder at you. What ? ha ye plots, projets, cor- 
reſpondencex, and ſtratagems : why are not you in better 
' place ? | 


Enter fir Amoro(ſo. 


Who's this Herod,my eldeſt Brother fir Ammreſs Debili- 
doſs ?2 © 


Here. OhT know him,God blefſe thine cyes ſweet fir 


Amoroſo, ar0m, 4 vin de monte, to'ch health of thy chin, 
thy deere ſvveet Signiour. 
Sir Arby, Pardon me ſir, I drinke no wine this ſpring, 
Hero. © no fir , he rakes the diet this ſpring alwayes, 
boy my brothers bortell. 
Sit #my0r. Faith Fawhne , af odde wholeſome cold, 
©ake's me Rl Hodrfe and thumetique. 
 Hev0. Yes if tt6th a pattry murre, laft morning he 
blevy fine bene our of his nofe with ih bdde unwhole- 
foie 'murre { hevy do's my Siſter your Lally , What do's 
.the breed ? 
wks Her. 
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Here. 1 perecive Knighe you have children, oh tis a 
bleffed aſſurance of heavens tavour, & long laſting name 
0 have many children. Py, 

Sir 4mor. Bur I ha none, Fawne,novv. 

Herc. O thats moſt excellentza right {pecial -happines; 
he fhall not be a Drudge to his crad1+31 {ave to his child; 
he ſhall be ſure not to cheriſh anothers blood , nor toyle 
to adyance peradyenture ſome Raſcals luſt, without chil- 
dren a man 1S unclog'd , his wife almoſt a Maide : Meſ* 

ſalins, thou cryed(t our, O bleſſed barreneſlc, why once 
with childe the very Fenzs of a Ladics entertainement 
hath loſt all pleafwe 

Sir Amor. By this Ring Faunns 1 doe hugge thee with 
moſt paſſionate afte&tion,and th.tli make my wife thanke 
thee. 
Her. Nay my Brother grudgeth not at my probable 
inheritance ,, he. meanes once to giye a younger brother 
hope to fee fortune. 

Nym. And yet 1 heare fir 4mor024 , you cheriſh your 
loynes with hizh artzthe onely ingroiler of Ertngoes, pre- 
par'd Cantharides Culle{ſes made ot ditſolved Pearle,and 
bruis'd Amber , the pith of Parbers , and candetl Lamb< 
fones are his perperuall meats , Beds made of the downe 


under Pigeons-wings and Govoſe-necks , fomentations,z 


bathes, cleRuaiics, friftions, and all the nurſcs of moſt 


forcible excited concupiſeence he uſeth with molt nice 
and tender induſtry. ; 

Her. Piſh Zoccoli,no Nymphaloro,if fir Amvrous would 
ha childrenlet him lye on a mattres,plow or threth, eate 
onyens,garlick,and lecke-porredg, Pharaoh and his coun- 
cell were miſtaken , & their devile to hinder the encreaſe 
of procreation in the 1ſraclites , with 1nforcing them to 
much labour of body, and to feed hard, with beeres, gar- 
like, \and onions (meats that make'the originill of mar 
moſt ſharpe,and taking) was abſurd. No he ſhould hare 


overt barly bread, lertice, _— z cucumers; huge ſtore 


of 
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of vealc, and freſh beefe, blown up their fleſh, held them 
from exerciſc, rould them in feathers , and moſt ſeverely 
ſeenc them drunke once a day , then would they at their 
beſt have begotten but wenches, and in ſhort time their 
gencration infecbled to nothing. | 

Sir. Am. Oh divine Faunus, where might a man take 
up forty pound in a commodity of garlike, and Onyons ? 
Nywp thine care, 

Aer. Come what are you flecring at ? ther's ſome 


' weakenes in your brother you wrinkle at thus, come pre- 


thee impart,vwhat ? we are mutually in ated, turn'd 
one into another,brued together, come I beleeve you are 
familiar with your ſiſter,and it were knowne. 

Hero. Witch , Faunwe witch, why how doſt dreame I 
live ? iſt fower ſcoure ayeare think'ſt thou maintaines 
my geldings, my pages, foote-clothes, my beſt feeding, 
high play , and excellent company ? notis from hence, 
from hence, I mynr ſome foure hundred pound a 

ecre. | 
f Hey. Doſt chou live like a Porter by thy backe boy ? 

Hero, As for my weake raind brother hang him , hee 
has ſore ſhins, dam him heteroclize, his braine's periſhed, 
his youth ſpent his fodder ſo faſt on others Cattle, that 
he now wants for his owne in winter, I am faine to ſup- 
ply Faune,for which I am ſupplyed. | 

Her. Doſt chou braunch him boy ? 

Herg* What elſe Faune. 

Her. What elſe ? nay tis enough , why many men 
corrupt other mens wives , ſome their maides, others 
their neighbours daughters, but to he with ones bro- 
theres wedlocke , O my deare Herod tis vile and uncom- 
mon luſt. 

Heto. Fere heaven I loue thee to the heart , well 1 
may pray{e God for my brothers weakeneſſe, for I aſſure 
thee,the land ſhall diſcend to me my little Fawne. 

Her, To thee my little Herod ? oh my rare Raſcall, 


Idoe 


] doe find more and more in thee to wonder at, for thou 
art indeed, if I proſper,thou ſhalt know whar. 


Enter Don Zucc0ne, 
Hero. What ? know you not Dos Zuccone the onely 
deſperatly rayling at's Lady that ever was confidently 


melancholy , that egregious ideot , that husband of the - 
moſt vvirty , fayre ( and be it ſpokea with many mens - 


crue griefe) moſt chaſt Lady Zoya , but we haye centered 
into a confederacy of affliting him. | 

Her. Plots ha you laid ? edn. 

Nym. A quiet boſome to-my ſweet Dozzare you going 
co viſite your Ladie? 

Zucc. What a clock ift,is it paſt three ? 

Hers. Paſt foure I affure you ſweet Don. 

Luce. Ol-then 1 may be admitted, her afternoons pri- 
yate nap is taken, I ſhall rake her napping. I heare ther's 
one jealous that I lie wich my owne vyife, and begins to 
vvithdraw his hand : I proteſt I vow,and you will,on my 
knees Ile tike my ſacrament on ut,I lay not with her this 


long yearc, this fouxe yeare ; let her not be turn'd upon 
me | 


beſoech you. 
Her. My deere Don ? 
Zucc. Oh Faunus doſt know our Lady ? 
Her. Your Lady ? ; 
Zucc. No our Lady,for the love of charity inc 
with her, I would have all nations and degrees, 


ages 


knovy our Lady,for 1 covet only to be undoubtedly note- - 


rious. 

au For indeed w opeeſſed! fame appro? 
momyll,the more trod downegthe more it groweggthi 
— common and uhdoubted,loſe who 27 

Nym. Sir TI hope yet your conjeCtures may erre z your 
Lady keepes full-face , unbated roundnefle , cheerefull 
aſpe& , were ſhe ſo infamoully proftituce , her cheeke 
would fall , her colour fade , the ſpirit of her eye would 
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The Fawtp. 
| Tee. Oh oung man , ſack women are like Dazgu 
tub, and indeede all women arc like 4chifers , with 
whom Hercules wraſtting , he was no foener hurl'd to 
the earth , but he roſe up wich double vigor , their fall 
firengehneth chem. | Enter Dondolo. 
Don. Newes, newes, newes, newes,oh my deare Don 
be rays'd,be Toviall, be triuriphant,ah my deere Dog. 
Nym. To me ficſt in private,thy newes I prethee. 
Don. Will yoube ſecrer ? 
Nyn. A ny life, 
Don. As you are generous ? 
Nym. As 1 am generous. 
Dos, Don Zucconies Ladie's With child. 
Her. Nymph. Nymph. What it ? what's the nevves ? 
Nym. You'l be lecret. 
Hero. Silence it (elfe. 
Nyin. Don Zuccozes Ladie's with child apparantly. 
Her. Herod, Herod, whiats the miatrer preethee , the. 
newes ? 
Hero, You muſt tell no body. 
Her. As 1 am generous —+ 
Hero. Don Zuccones Ladi:'s with child appirantly. 
Zucs. Faune whats the whiſper , Whats the fooles (e- 
Gece newes ? 
_ Her. Truth my Lord, a thing, that beauty, that well, 
I faith it is not fit you knoW ir, now,nowW;tiove. 
Zuce, Not fit I know it ? a$Syou are baptis'd tell me, 
cel] me. | ] 
Her. Will you plight your patience to it ? 
' Zucc. SpeakeI am a vety blocke, I will not be mou'd, 
I am very blocke. | 
_ Herz. But 4. you ſhould grow dilquiet (as I proteſt, jt 
would make a Saint blaſphearnc) I ſhould be unwilling tv 
ce your impatience, 


procur 
- ace. Ye goc burkt me, burſt me, burſt me with long- 
ing. | 

| | Her. 


The ; 4WPe. 


Her. Nay faith tis no great matter, harke ye,youle tell 
no body ? | 

Zucc. Not. 

Her. As you are noble ? 

Zucc. As 1 am honeſt. Bt 

Her. Your Lady wifc is apparantly wich child. 

Zucc. With child ? 

Her. With child. 

Zucc. Foole. 

Her. My Dang. 

Zyce. With child ? by the pleaſure of generation, 1 
proclaime I lay not with her this —give us patience,givs 
us patience, | 

Her. Why ? my Lord tis nothing to weare a forke, 

Zucc. Heaven and earth. 

Ker. All things under che Moone are ſubje& to their 
miſtris grace ; horns, lend me your ring my Don, Ile put 
i on my finger,now tis on yours againe, why is the gold 
now ere the worſe in luſtre or fitnefſe ? 

Zucc, AmTus'd thus? OS 

Her. 1 my Lord true,nay to be (looke ye,marke ye)to 
be us'd like a dead oxe,to have your owne tude plyckt on, 
to be drawn on with your owne hornc,to hayethe Lord» 
fhjp of your father,che honour of your anceſtors, maugre 
your beard, todiſcend co the baſe luſt of ſome groome of 
your Kable,or the page of your chamber. 

Zucc. Oh Phalaruthy Bull. | 

S. Am. Good Don. ha patience, you are not the only 
Cuckold, I would now be ſeparated. 

Zuc. 'Las that's but the leaft ap" 9g the forme of my 
revenge, I will anlegitimate the 1flue , what I will doc, 
ſhall'be horrible but to-thinke, SE” 

Her. But Sir, 55 

Zncc., But Sir? I will doe yyhat a. man of imyferme 
may doe,and —lauzh en,laugh.on,doc vir a2argw,you 
have a Lady t90, 
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Hero. But my ſweet Lord. 


Zucc, Doe not anger me, leaſt I moſt dreadfullycurſe | 


thee, and vviſh thee married, oh Zuccone , ſpirte vvhate, 
ſpitre thy gall out, the only boone Icrave of heaven, is 
but to have my honors inherited by a baſtard , I vvill be 
moſt tirannous, blouddily tirannous in my revenge, and 
moſt terrible in my curſes : live to grow blind vvith luft, 
ſenceleſle yvith uſe, loathed after, ' Ag before, hated 
alwaics,truſted never,abhorred ever,and laſt may ſhe live 
to weare a foule ſmocke ſeven vyeekes together, heaven 
I beſeech thee. Exit. 

Zoya. Is he gone ? is he blowne off? now out upon 
him unſufferably jealous foole, 


Enter Zoya and Poyea, 


Don. Lady. 
'Zoya. Didft thou give him the fam'd report ? do's he 
belceve I am with child ? do's he give faith ? 

Don. In moſt fncerity,mokſt ſincerely. 

Her. Nay tis a pure foole » I can tell yee he was bred 
up in niomay' by . 

' Nym. But the Jaughter riſes, thathe yowes he lay not 
in your bed this foure yeare with ſuch exquiſite proteſta- 
tions, | 

Zoya. T hat's moft fil] truth , he hath moſt unjuſtly 
ſevered his ſheetes ever ſince the old Duke Pietro, hez- 
yen reſt his ſoule. | 

Don. Fie,you my not pray for the dead;tis indifferent 
to them what you - 

Nym. Well ſayd foole. 

Zoya. Ever fince the old Duke Pietro,the great Devill 
of hell torture his ſoule. | : 

Don. O Lady,yet charity. 3 

Zoye, Why ? tis indierens to them what you ſay 
foole,but do's my Lord ravell out,do's he fret ? L piety 
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of an afflited Lady load him ſoundly,let him not worke 
cleere from vexation , hce has the moſt diſhonourably, 
with the moſt ſinfull, moſt vitious obſtinacy, perſevered 
to wrong me, that were I not of a male conſtitution, 
ewere impoſſible for me to ſurvive it, but in madneſſe 
cy ___ = » I ha not the weake fence of ſome of 

our {oft-eyed whimpering Ladies , who, if they were 
_ like me, would fl rheir fingers with wri os their 
hands,looke like bleeding Lucreſſes,and ſhed Cle water, 
ynough to powder all the beefe in the Dukes larder. No, 
I am reſolved Donne Zoya ; ha, that wives were of my 
mettall , I would make theſe ridiculouſly jealous feoles, 
howle like a ſtarved dog, before he got a bit, I was crea- 
ted to be the afflition of ſuch an unſanRified member, 
and will boyle him in his owne farrupe. 


Enter Zuccone lifening. 


Her. Peace the wolfes eare takes the wind of us. 

Hero. The enemy is in ambuſh. 

Zoy. If any man ha the wit,now let him talke wanton=- 
ly,but net baudily;come Gallants who'le be my ſervants? 
I am now very open hearted,and full of entertainment. 

Her. Grace mie too call you miſtriſſe. 

Nym. Or me. 
Hero. Or me. 

Sir Am. Or me. 

Zoy. Or all, am taken with you all, with you all. 

Herc. As indeed , why ſhould any woman onely loye 
ſuch an one, ſince it is reaſonable , women ſhould affect 
all perfe&ion,yea,all ſhould cover many vertucs, therfore 
Ladies ſhould cover many men ; for as in women , {o in 
men , ſome woman hath only a goo1 cye , one can diſ- 
courſe beautifully if ſhe doe not laugh, one's well fayou- 
red to her noſe, another hath onely a good brow, tother 


a plumpe lip , a third onely holdes beauty to the tecth, 
S:4 and 
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and there the (oyle alters, ſome peradventure hold good 
ro the breaſt; and then downward turne like the drempt. 
of Imege , whoſe head was gold , breaſt fiver, thighes 
yeon, and all beneath clay and earth , one ontly winkes 
eloguently, another onely killes well, tother onely talkes 
well,a fourth onely lyes well: So in men}, one Gallane 
has onely a good face, another has onely a grave metho- 
dical{ beards& 15 a notable wiſe felloyy untill he ſpeakes, 
2 third onely makes water well, ang thaxs a good proyo- 
king - quatiry , ohne onely ſweares well , another onely 
ſpeakes wall, a third onely do's well , all intheir kinde 
go0d,2004nefIcis to be affefted, therfore they,irlis a baſe 
thing and'indeed an impofſtbletor a worrhy minde to be 
contented with the whole world,but mo} vite and abje 
to be ſatisfied with one poynt or pricke of the world. 
: Zoya. Excellent Faunus 1 kife thee for this , by this 

and. & 

Sir 4m. IT thought afwell,kifſe me toogdeere miltrefle. 

Zoya. No,good fir Amorous,your tecth hath tiken ruit, 
your breath wants ayring , and indeed I Ioye Yound kiſ- 
fing. Come Gallants, whole run a Caranto, or leapt a 
Levalto. 

Herc. Take heed: Lady from offending or bruſfing the 
hope of your wombe. 

Zoya. No watter, now I ha the fleight, or rather the 
 falhion of it,I feare no barreneſle. 7 
 Herg. O,but you know not your husbands aptnefſe. 
Zoya. Husband ? husband? as if women could have no 
children wirhout husbands. 

Nym. 1,bu: then they wil nat be {o hike your husbang. 
| Zoya. No mattergther'le be like their father,tis honour 
ynough co my husband , that they youchſafe to call him 
father, & that his land fhall diſcend ro them (do's he not 
gnath hys very teeth 1n anguiſh) like our husband ? I had 
rather they were ungroand for, likc our husband ? proove 
fuch a melancholy jealous affe as he is: Do's hee nor 
ſt: mpe ? | Njm. 
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Nym, But eroth,your husband has a good face. 
Zoya. Faith good ynough face for a husband , come 


gallants Ile daunce to mine owne whiſtle , I am as light 
now as-ah, a kifle to you , to my f\iyeet free ſervants 


dreame on mezand adue. 


She ſings and daunces. Zxit Zoya, 


Zuccone diſcovers himſelfe. 


Zucc. I ſhall looſe my wits. 
Hers. Be comforted deere Don, you ha none te-leexe. 


Zutc, My wife is growne like a Dutch-creft alwaies 
rampant,rampantyfore I will endure this affl:itiongl will 
live by taking cockles out of kennels,nay,] will runne mv 
Countrey, Brſ ake my religion, goe weave Fuſtians, or 

rowle the wheele-barrow at Rotterdam. 
Hexc. 1 would be divorced difpiteher friends , or the 
oath of her Chamber-maide. | 5p 

Zuce. Nay,lI will be divorced in difpite of em all ; Tie 
-0e to law with her, 

Herc. Thats exeellent,nay,I would goe to Law. 

Zucc, Nay,lI will goe to law, 

Herc, Why thats ſport alone, what though it be moft 
exacting,wherefore is money ? 

Zucc. Tree,wherefore 1s money ? 

Here. What though you ſhall pay for every quill, each 
droppe of Inkezeach minnam, lettergtittle,commaz,pricke, 
each breath,nay,nor onely for thine Orators pratiog, bur 
tor ſome other Orators filence , though thou mult buy 
lence with a full hand, tis well knowne Fhenes 
ooke above 2000, pound once only to hold his peace, 
though thou a man of noble gentry,yet you muſt wajght 
and behege his ſtudy doore,which will prooye more Pad 
0 be entred, then old Troy, for that was gotten into by 
a wooden horſe , but the entrance of this may chaunce 


oft thee a whole Rocke of Cartell ,| Owves &@ boves & 
cetera 
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cetera pecors campt , though then thou muſt (it there 
thruſt and contemned ba re-headed to a grograine ſcribe 
ready to ſtart up at the doore creaking , preſt to getin, 
with your leaue Sir,to ſome ſurly groome,the third ſonne 
of a Rope-maker , what of all this ? 

Zucc. To a reſolute minde theſe torments are not 
felt. 

Here. A very arrant Aﬀe, when he is hungry will feed 
on though he be whipr to the bones , and ſhall a very ar- 
rant Afle Znccone , be more vertuoully patient , then a 
noble. | ; | 

Don. No Fawne , the world ſhall know I have more 
vertne,then fo. 

Herc. Doe (o and be wiſe. 

' Zuce, I will I warrant thee,ſo I may be revenged,what 
care I what I doe ? 

Hers, Call a dogge worſhipfull. 

Zucc. Nay,I will embrace,nay I wil embrace a Takeſ- 
farmer after eleven aclocke at night,] will ſtand bare,and 
give wall to a Bellowes-mender,pawne my Lordſhip,ſell 
my foot-cloth, but I will be reyeng'd, do's ſhe thinke ſhe 
has married an Aﬀe ? OE 

Herc. A Foole ? 

Zucc. A Coxecombe ? 

Herc., A Ninny-hammer ? 

Zucc. A Woodcocke ? 

Herc. A Calfe? 

Zucc. No,ſhe ſhall find that I ha eyes, 

Hers. And braine. 

Zucc. Andnofe, 

Herc. And Fore-head. | 

Zucc. She ſhall yfaith Fawnre,ſhe ſhall,ſhe ſhall, ſweet 
Fawne , fhe ſhall yfaith old boy, it joycs my blood to 
thinke on't,ſhe ſhall yfaith ; farewell lov'd Fawne, ſweet i 


 Fawnefarewell,ſhe thall yfaith boy. 


Exit Zuccore. 
Enter 
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Eater Gonzago,and Granufio with Dalcimell. 


Gong. We would be privat,conely Faunus ftay , Hes 
a wiſe tcllow Daughter, a very wiſe fellow, for he is ſtill 
juſt of my opinion : my Lord Granuffv,you may likewiſe 
ſtay , for I know you't ſay nothing , ſay on Daugh» 
ter. Exeunt. 
Dul. And as I told you fir,Tiberto being ſent, 
Grac tin high truſt as to negotiate 
His royall fathers loyeif he negle&t 
The honour of this faithzjuſt care of ſtate, 
And every forrune thargives likely-hood © 
To his beſt hopes,to draw our weaker heart 
To his owne love (as I proteſt he do's.) 
+ BE Gong. Ile rate the Prince with ſuch a heat of breath 
His cares ſhall glow,nay,I diſcover'd him, 
I read his eyes,:s I can reade an eye, 
- [ho it ſpeake in darkeſt CaraRers I can, 
4 Gan we not. Famwne,can we nor my Lord ? 
11 Why I conceive you now,I underſtand you both : 
e £2! 0u both admireyes,ſay is'rnot hit ? 
hough we are old,or ſo,yet we ha wit. 
Dul. And you may ſay, (if your wiſedame pleaſc 
\s you are truely wiſe) how vyeake a creature 
doft yyoman is to beare the ſcidye and ſtrength, 
Ot ſo prevailing feature,and faire language, 
\s thavof his 1s ever : you may adde, 
[f ſo your vviſedome pleaſe,as you are wile.) 
Gong. As mortall man may be. 
Dul. I am of yeres apt for his love , and if he ſhould 
n private a_ ſure,how eafie twere (proceed 
«t M 0 vvin my loye,for you may ſay (if fo 
ro {our wiſedome pleaſe) yowhnd in mc 
\ ucry forward paſſion to injoy him, 
\nd therefore you beſeech him ſeriouſly 
raight to forbeare,with ſuch cloſecunning arte, 


rer To 
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To urge his t00 well graced ſuite : for you 
(If ſo your Lordlhip pleaſe) may (ay T told you all. 


Gonxz. Goe to go. co,what I will ſay or fo, Wi 
Vatill 1 (ay none bur my ſelfe ſhall know. BE 
Bur i will tay,goe to, do's my colour riſe ? W; 
Ic thall riſe,for I can force my bleod W} 
Tocome and gvezas men of wit and ſtate A 
Muſt ſometimes faine their louc,ſometimes their hate. re 
That's pollicie now,but come with this free heatey "+ 
Or this ſame Eftro or Exthuſrame, on 
(For theſe are phraſes both poecicall) x 
Will we goerate the Prince,and make him (ec "RN 
Himſelfe in us ; thar is our grace and wits, . _ "56 

__ Shall ſhew his thapeleſle folly,vice kneels while vertne Her 
= Enter Tiberio. Nl. - 
But ſee we are prevented daughter,in ; Y pr 
It is not fit thy (elfe ſhould heare what I =» Befe 
Muſt ſpeake of thy moſt modeſt wiſe,viſe mind Oct 
For th'art carefull,ſoberzin all moſt wiſe. Exit Duc, 
And Indeed our daughter. My Lord Tiberio, No 
A harſe but yet a colt may leauc his trot, 'þ 
A manbur yet a boy may well be broke 
From vaine addictions,the head of Rivers ſtapt, 

The Channell dryes z he that doth dread afare, + 
Muſt put out ſparkes,and he vwho feares a bull, Is 
Muſt cut his hornes off when he is a Calfe, - 
Principijs 0b/za (aith a learned man, | , Clu 
Who, tho' he was ne Duke, yet he was wile, Ang 
And had ſome ſenſe or (o. 
. What meanes my Lord ? | Ti 
Leh fir,thus men of braine can ſpeake in clouds Tis 
Which weake eyes cannot pearſe ; burmny faire Lord Nr. fl 
In dire& phraſe thus,my daugher tels me plainc, 5-1 
You goe about with moſt dire@@iazrcats . 
To gaine her loue,and co abuſe herfacher 3: Lee} 
' O my faire Lord,will you a yourk fo blot Willſlcau 


? | 
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With rareſt gifts of fortune, and ſweet graces 
Offer to loue a young and render Lady, 

Will you 1 ſay abuſe your moſt wiſe father ? 
Who tho' he freeze in Augu//,and his calues 
Are ſunke into his toes,yet may well wed our daughret 
As old as he in wit : will you ſay 

(For by ty troth my Lord I mult be plains) 
My daughter 4s but young,and apt to loue 

So fit a perſon as your proper ſelte, 

And fo the pray'd me tell yon,will you now 
Intice her eafie breaſt co abuſe yonr truſt, 

Her proper honour,and your fathers hopes ? 

I ſpeake no figures ,but I charge you check 
Your appetite,and pafſiogs to our daughter 
Before it head,nor offer conference 


Or ſeeke acceſſe,but by,and before us,. 


What judge you us as weake,or as unwiſe ? 
No you thall find that Fentce Duke has eyes ; and (s 
thinke on't. | 


Exendr Gonz 1g0 aud Gtanuffo, 


Tib. Aſtoniſhment and wonder,what meanes this ? 
Is the Duke ſober ? 

Her. Why ha* not you endeayour'd 
Courſes that haue ſeconded appetite, 
And not your honour,or your truft of place? 
Doe you not court the Lady for your ſelfe ? 

Tib. Fawne thou doſt loue me : If I ha' done (0 
Tis paſt my knowledge,and I preethee Fawne 
If thou obſeru'ſt I doe I know not what 
ake me to know it,for by the deare light 
I ha' not found a thought that way , I apt for loue ? 
Let lafe idlenefle fild full of wine, 


 Wlcau'd yith ar SaKRan fed with luſtfull eaſe 


oe dote on colour, as tor me : why earth a ſeaſe 


I court the Lady ? I yyas not borne in Gyptit, 


I love 
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I loue,when ? how ? whom ? thinke,ler us yet kee 
our reaſon (ound ; Ile thinke,and thinke & fleepe. Exit, 
Her. Amaz'd,even loſt in wondring,I reſt full 
Of covetous expe&ation : I am left | 
As on arock,from whence I may diſcerne 
The giddy (ca of humour flow beneath, 
Vpon whole backe the vainer bubles floate, 
And forth-with breake ; O mighty flattery 
 Thoueaheſt,commonit,and moſt gratefull venome 
T hat poyſons Courts,and all ſocieties, 
How gratefull doit chou make me, ſhould one rayle 
And come to teare 2 vice ? beware legge-rings, 
And che turn'd key on thee, when if ſofter hand 
Suppling a ſore that irches (which ſhould ſmart) 
Free ſpeech gaines focs,baſe fawning ſteale the heart, 
Swell you impoſtumb'd members till you burſt, 
Since tis in vaine to hinder,on ile thruſt, 
And when in ſhame you fall, ile laugh from hence, 
And cry, ſoend all deſperate impudence. 
An others Conrt ſhall thew me where and how 
Vice may be cur'd ; for now beſide my ſelfe, 
Poſſeſt with almoſt phrenzic,from ſtrong fervor , 
I know I thall produce things meere divine, 
Without immoderare heate,no vertues ſhine 3 
For I ſpeake ſtrong,tho* ſtrange,the dewe that fteepe 
Our foules in deepeſt thoughts, are Furie and _ | 
t. 


ACTvs TERTIVS, 


Enter Faunus and Nymphadoro. 


Nym. Faith Fawnetis my humour, the naturall ſon« 
my (anguine complexion , I am moſt inforcedly in lo 
with all women, almoſt afteRing them all with an <q 
fame, | | 
Her. Anexcellent Tuſtice of an upright vertue Hh 

Out 


The Fawne. 


loue all Gods creatures with an unpartiall affe&ion. 

Nym. Right , neither am I inconſtane to any one in 
particular. 

Her. Tho' you loue allin generall, true, for when you 
yow a moſt deyoted loue to one , you (weare not to ten- 
der a moſt deyoted Jouve to another ; and indeed why 
ſhould any man overeloue any thing , 'ris judgement for 
aman to lone every thing proportionably to his vertue. 
[loue a dogge with a hunting pleaſureas hee is pleaſura- 
ble in hunting, my horſe afcer a journying eaſineſle as he 


is eaſie in journying, My.bawke, to the goodneſle of his 
wing,and my wench 


Nym. How ſweet Fawne,how ? 

Her. Why according to her creation , nature made 
them pretcy,toy ing,idle,phantaſticke,imperfe creatures, 
eve ſo I would in juſtice affeRt themywith a pretty toying 
idle phantaſticke imperte& affeRionzS as indeed rhey arc 
onely created for (hey and pleaſure , ſo would I onely 
loue them for ſhew and pleaſure, 

Nym. Why chat's my humour to a very thread, thou 
doſt ſpeake my proper thoughts, 

Her, But fir with what poſſibility can your conſticuti- 


| on bee ſo boundleſly amorous as to affett all women of 


what degree,forme or complexion ſoever ? 

Nym. Ile tell thee,for mine owne part, I am a per- 
fe&t Ovidian , and can with him affe& all ; if ſhee = 
virgin of a modeſt cye,ſhame fac't, temperate aſpe, her 
very modeſty inflames me,her ſober bluſhes fires me : If 
I behold a wantonypretty,courtly petulanc Ape, I am ex- 
treamely in loue with her, becauſe ſhe is not clownidhly 
rude,and that ſhee aſſures her lover of no ignorant, dull, 
moving venus : bee ſhee ſouerly ſevere , I thinke ſhee 
wittily counterfeits , and I loue her for her wit: if thee 
bee learned and cenſures Poets, I loue her ſoule, and for 
her ſoule her body : bee thee a Lady of profeſt igno- 
rance , oh I am infiniccly taken with her fiwplicurie ; 
| I am 


= ons ” . —_ 
en__—_— 


The F awne. 


I am affured to find no ſophiſtication about her, bee ſhee I ., 
flender and leane,hee's the Orcekes delight;be ſhe thick 
and plumpe,the*s the Italians pleaſure,if the be tall,ſhe's ©W x 
of a goodly forme, and will print a faire proportion in a 
_ bed,zif the be ſhort and low, ſhee's nimbly delight- 
_ full,and ordinarily quicke witted,be ſhe young,ſhee's for 
mine eye,be thee old , the's for my diſcourſe as one well 
knowing , ther's much amiabkenefle in a graue matron, 
but be ſhe young or old, leane,far, ſhort, tall, whitegred, 
browne, nay even blacke , my diſcourſe ſhall find reaſon 
to loue her, if my meanes may procure opportunity to 
enjoy her. 


Her. Excellent fir, nay if a man were of competent : 
meancs,verc not a notable delight for a man to haue for ; 
every moneth in the ycare ? kne 

Nyw. Nay for cyery weeke of the Moneth ? wy 

Her, Nay for every day of that weeke ? p 

Nym. Nay tor every hower of that day ? ok 

. Her. Nay for every humor of a man in chat hower, 2 
to haue a ſeyerall Miftrefle to entereaine him, as if hee F 


were S8turnine , or melancholy, to haue a blacke hayr'd, 
pall-fac'd,ſallow thinking Miſtreſfe to Clip him : If jovi- 
all and merry,a ſanguine, light tripping, ſinging, indeed 
'a Miſtrefſe that would dance and caranto as ſhee goes to 
embrace him,if cholericke,impatient or irefull, ro haue a 
Miſtrefle with red haireglictle Ferret eyes, a leane cheeke, 
and a ſharpe noſe to entertaine him, And fo of the reſt. 
Enter Doxetta. 
Nym. O (ir this were too great ambition : well I loue 


and am beloved of a great many,for I court all in the 
way of honour, in the trade of mariage Fawne z but a- 
boue all 1 affe& the Princefle , ſhee's my utmoſt end. O 
I Joue a Lady , whoſe beauty is joyned with fortune,be- 
yond all, yer one of beauty wichout forune for ſome 
ves, nay one of fortune without beauty, for ſome ends, 


but never any that hag neither fortunc nor beauty , but 
fot 
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for neceſſitiy ſuch a ane as this is .Done Donetta. Heres 
one has loycd all the Court juſt once over. | 

Her. Q this is the faire Lady with the fowleteeth, 
Natures hand ſhooke when ſhee yas in making, fgr the 
red that ſhould haue ſpread her cheeks, nature let fall up- 
on her noſe, the white of her $kinne flipt into her eyes, 
and the oray of her cyecs$ leapt before his time into har 
haire, and the ycilowneſle ot her haire fell without prg+ 
vidence into her teeth. 

Nym. By the vow of my heart, you are my moſt anl 
elefed, and I ſpcake by way of proteſtation, I ſhall n 
longer with to þe,then that your enely affeRian fball reſt 
in me,and mine anly in you; 

Don. Burif you th-1l loue any ather ? 

Nym. Any other ? can any man loue any other, that 
knowes you, the only perfe&ion of your (exe, and aſto- 
nifhment of manking ? | 

Don. Fie yee flatter, poe weare and under}and my fas 
your, this ſnail's Now, bur ſure. 

Nym. T bis kifle, Don. Farewell. 

Nyw. T he integrity and onely yow of my faith tg 
you, ever urged your well deſerved requitall to me. 

| Exit Donetta; 

Her. Excellent. 

Nym. See here's an other of —— _ Enter Garhetz. 

Her, Qf your molt onely cleRed, | 

Nym. Right Donna Garbetya. - 

Her. O1 will acknowledge this is the Lady mage of 
cutworke,and all her body like a ſand-boxe full of bolesz 
and containes nothing but duſt , ſhe chuleth her (eryages 
as men chuſe do *dby he mouth 3 if my open well and 
full, their Cry 1s = ang 5 ſhe may. be chaſts, for ſhe hass 
bad face, and yct queſtionlefſe ſhe may be made 3Girug- 
petyfor the is cpyeroys. . 

Ny. By the yow of my heartyou are amy moſt aply 


ele&cd,and I ſpeake it by way ” proteſtation, [hall ng 


longse 
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longer wiſh to bee , then. all your affeRions ſhall onely 
reſt in me,and all mine 6nely in you. . | 
Her. Excellent , this peece of ſuffe 19 good on both 
fides, hee is ſo conſtant hee will not change his phraſe. 
Gay. Bat ſhall I give faith,may you nor loue another ? 
Nym. An other ? can any man loue another that 
knowes you, the onely perfeQtion of your ſexe , and ad- 
miration of mankind ? | 
Gar. Your ſpeech flies too high for your meaning to 
follow, yet my miftruſt ſhall nor preceed my experience, 
T wrought this favour for you. 
Njym. The integritic and onely yow of my faith to 
youzever urg'd your well deferved requitall to me, 
Her. Why this is pure wit,nay judgement. 
Nym. Why looke thee Fawne, oblerue me. 
- Her, I dochr, Fg 
Nym. 1 doe loue at this inftant ſome nineteene La- | eyer 
dies all in the trade of marriage : now fir whoſe father fſ pro 
dycs firſt , or whoſe portion appeareth moſt, or whoſe tute 
fortune betters ſooneſt, her with quiet liberty at my X 


leaſure will I ele& ; for if my humour leue great 
lexe 

Eyxrer Dulcimel and Philocalia. , excel 

| with 

Her. You profeſſe a moſt excellent myſterie fir. H 

- Am. Fore heayenyſce the Princefle ſhe that 1s— LY, 


Her. Your moſt onely eleRed too. | 

Nym. Oh 1, oh T, but my hopes faint yet, by the yow 
of -my heart you are my moſt ph, eleted and— 

Dul. T her's a ſhip of fooles going out , ſhall I pre- 
ferrethee Nymph adoro ? thou mayeſt be maſters mate, 
my father hath naade Dondalo Captainegelſe thou ſhouldit F 
have his place. 

- Nym. By Joue Fawne ſhce ſpeakes as ſharpely and 

_ " ſoutely, as if ſhee had beene nevy ſqueaſed out 
of acrab. | | 


The Fawne. 
Her, How tearme you that Lady with whom hee 


holds diſcourſe ? 
Nym. O Fawne, "tis a Lady even aboue ambition,and 


like the yercicall (unne, that neither forceth others to caft 
ſhaddowes, nor can others force or ſhade her, her ile is 
Dona Philocalia. 

Her. Philocalia , what that renowned Lady , whoſe 
ample report hath ſt.00k wonder into remoreſt ſtrangers, 
and yet her worth abouec that wonder ? ſhe whoſe noble 
induſtries -hath made her breaſt rich in true glories, and 
undying habilitics 3 ſhee that whileſt other Ladies ſpend 
the life of earth, Time, inreading their glaſſe , their 
Iewels, and the ſhame of Poefic luſtfull ſonersygiues her 
ſoule medications , thoſe medirations wings that cleaue 
the ayre, fan bright celeſtiall ares, whole rrue reffeRions 
makes her (ce her (clfe and them : Shee whole pitie 1s 
ever aboue her envie, loving nothing lefſe then inſolene 
proſperity , and pittying nothing more then vertue deiti- 
tute of fortune. ; | 


Nym. There were a Lady for Ferrarges Duke, one of | 


great blood , firme age , undoubted honour , aboue her 
lexe, molt modeftly, artfull , tho' naturally modeſt, tos 
excellentto be left unmatchr, tho? few worthy to match 
with her. | 

Her. 1 cannot tell, my thoughts grow buſie. . 

Phi. T he Princeiſe would be privarte,void the preſence: 


Exeunt, 


Dul.. May reſt ſire thou wilt conceiue a l[ecret, 
Phi. Yes Madam. VE ENS 
Dut. How may I reſt truely afſur'd ? . 
. Phi. Truely thus ; Doe not tell it me. 
Dul. Why, canſt thou nor conceate-a ſecret 
Phi. Yes, as long as it is x ſecret , bue when two 
know it how can it bee a ſecretz-and indeed with 
what juſtice can you expe@t ap: mee that can» 
3 


not * 
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cannot bce private to your felfe ? 

Dul. Faith Philocalia,I mult of force truſt thy ſilence, 

m my breaſt breakes if I conferre not my thoughes upon 
P, 

Phi. You may truſt my ilence, I can command that, 
but if T chance to bee queſtioned I muſt ſpeake truth, 5 
can. conceale , but not deny my knowledge , that mui 
command me. ns 

Dul. Fie on theſe Philoſophicall diſcourſing women, 

rethee conferre with me like a creature made of fleth and 

lood,and tell me , if it be not 2 ſcandall to the ſoule-of 
all-being proportien , that I a female of 13. ef a lighe- 
ſome and civill diſcretion,healthy,luſty,vigorous,full and 
idle, ſhould for ever be ſhackled to the crampy ſhinnes of 
a wayward,dul, ſower,auſtere,rough,chewmy,zthreeſcore 
and fower. | | | 

Phi. Nay,threeſcore and ten atthe leaſt, 

Dul. Now heaven blefſe me, as it. is pitty that every 
kaaue is not a foole , ſo it is ſhame , that cyery old mas 
5 not,and refteth not a widdower, They ſay in China, 
when women are paſt child-bearingthey are all burnt to 
make 97:n«porwder. I wonder what men ſhould be done 
withall , when they are paſt child-getting : yet upon my 
loue phuocalia (Which with Ladies is otcen aboue their 
henour) I'doe eyen dote upen the beſt part of the Duke 

_ Phi, Whats that ? 
Dul. His ſonne , yes ſooth , and ſo loue him, that 1 
muit traarry him, = 

Phi..And wherefore louc him,{o to marry him. 

Dal. Becauſe I loue him, and becauſz kee is yexrous, 
I loue to marry. _ 
 Þbi., His vertues, 

Dui. 1I,with him his vertues., Sheets 

Phi, I with him, alas ſweete Prin-:f*, loue or yertue 
arcnot of the eſſence of marrizze. 

Pul. i xeſt vpon your underſtaneing » Lie m— 

| cat 
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chat wiſedome in a woman is a moſt fooliſh qualitie: A 
Lady of a good comple&ion naturally, well witted,per- 
feRly bred , and well exerciſed in diſcourſe of the beſt 
men , ſhall make fooles of a thouſand of theſe booke 
thinking creatures ; 1 ſpeake it by way of juſtification, I 
cc} theeg{Jookzthat no body Eaueſdrop us, )l tel thee I am 
_ learned for ] proteſt ignorant,and wile ; for I lous 
| my ſelfe; and vertuous cnough for a Lady of fifteene. 
Phi. How vertuous ? 

| Du. Shall I ſpeake like a creature-of a goed health. 
| full blood, and nor like one of theſe weake greene ficl- 
| neffe, leanc tificke , Raruelings, Firſt for the veruue of 
| magnanimury, I am very valiant, for there is no heraicke 
ation ſo particularly noble and glorious to our ſexe, as 


| not ro fall to aRivn; the greateſt deed we can doe isnot | 


| to doe, ( looke that no body liſten) then am I full of 
patiences and can beare more then a Sumpter horſe ; for 
(eo ſpeake ſenſibly) whar burthen is there ſe heauie to a 
| Porters backe,as virginity co a well compleioned youn 
Ladies thoughts ? (looke no body harken) by this han 
| the nobleſt yow is.that of Virginity, becauſc the hardeft, 
| I will hauc the Prince. | | 
| 2hi. But by whac meanes ſweet Madam ? FE 
Dul. Oh philocalia, in heavie ſadnefſe and unwanton 
| phraſezthere lyes all the brainaworke,by what meancs 1 
could fall into a miſerable blanke verſe preſently. . 
Phi. But deare Madarn , your rcaſon of loving 
1m ? | 
Dul. Faith onely a womans reaſon, becauſe I was 
exprefly forbidden to loue him , ar the firſt view I lik't 
him ; 2nd no ſoonex had my Fathers wiſedome miſ- 
truſted my hking, but I grew loath his judgemens ſhoulg 


crre, 1 pitied hee ſhould proue a foole in his old age, and 


without cauſe miſtruſt r = | 
Phi. But when you ſaw no meanes of manifeſting 
your affe&ion to him, why did -_ your hopes periſh ? 
b Dut. 


W 
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when the Enterpriſe is caſie,the viRory is inglorious ; 
no let my wiſe,aged , learned , intelligent Father, that 
can interpret yes , underftanding the language of birds, 
1gterpret the grumbling of Dogs, and the conference 
of Cats, that can reade even filence, let him forbid 


all enterviewes , all ſpeeches, all cokens , all meſſages, 


all (as hee thinkes-)- humane meanes , I will ſpeake 
to the Prince, court the Prince , that hee ſhall under- 
Rand mee , nayTI will ſo ſtalke on the blind fide of my 
all-knowing fathers wit , that doe what his wiſedome 
can , hee ſhall bee my onely Mediator , my onely Meſ- 
ſenger , my honourable ſpokeſman , hee ſhall carry my 
favours , hee ſhall amplifie my afteftion , nay he ſhall 
direft the Prince the meanes , the very wav to my bed ; 
hee and onely hee , when hee mn can doe this, 
and onely would not doe this, hee onely ſhall dee 
this. | | | 
Phi.-Only you ſhall then deſerue ſuch a husband : O 
| Joue how violent are thy paſſages ? 

Dal. Piſh philocalia tis againſt the nature of Iouc,not 
to be violent. 1 

Phi. And againſt the condition of violence to bee 

conſtant. I 

Dal. Conſtancy? conftancy and patience are vertnes in 
no living creatures but Centinels and Anglers: here's 
our father. - 


Enter Gonz2go, Hercules and Granuffo. 


Gon. What did he thinke to walke invifibly before our 
cyes ? and he had Gigesring I would find him. 
Hero. Fore loue you rated him with Emphaſis. 
Gon. Did we not ſhake the Prince with energie ? 
_ Her. With Ciceronian elocution, 

Gon. And moſt patherique piercing oratorie. 


Het. 
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Dul. O philocalia that difficultie onely inflames mee, 


The Fawne. 

Her. If he haue any wit in himyhe will make ſweet uſe 
of it. 

Gon. Nay , hee ſhall make ſweet uſe of it ere T haue 
done ; Lord what overweening fooles theſe young men 
be,that thinke us old men ſots. 

Her. Arrant Afles. Ls 

Gon. Doting Ideots, when wee God wot; ha, ha, las 
Glly ſoules, | , 

Hex, Poore weake creatures to men of approved 
fl ceach. 
| Gon. Full yeares, 

Her. Of. wiſe experience. . 
BH Gon. And approved wit. 
| Hcr. Nay as for your wit. 
| Con. Count Granuffo , as I live this Faun is a rare 
| Ef underſtander of men, is a not? Faunu this Granuffo is 
a right wiſe good Lord,a man of exccllent diſcourſe,and 
never ſpeakes , his ſignes to mee, and men of profound 
| ff ceach inftruſt abundantly , hee begs ſuites with ſignes, 
gine's thanks with {ignes,puts. off his hat leiſarely,maine- 
- © caines his beard learnedly, keeps his luſt privately, makes 
a nodding legge courtly, and liues happily. 
Her. Silence is an excellen: modeſt grace, but eſpeci- 
ally before ſo inſtrufting a wiſedome, as that of your 
i excellencies, as for his adyancement, you gaue it moſt 
. Ef royally , becauſe hee deſerues. it leaſt duely , fince to 
pc to vertuous deſert , is rather adue requitall, then a. 
rincely magnificence , when to undeſeryingneſle, it is 
meerely all bounty and free grace.. - 

Gon. Well ſpoke, 'tis enough, Don Granuffo, this 
Faunus is a very worthy fellow , and an excellent 
Courtier , and belou'd of moſt of the Princes of Chri- 
ſtendome I can-ell you; for howſoever ſome (everer 
difſembler . grace him, not when hee affronts him in 
the full face, yet if hee comes behind , or on the 9ne 
lide, heele lecre and put backe his head upon I'm', 

| V4. þee 
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bee ſure, be you two pretious to each other. 


ted T ggoteſt moſt religiouſly to your (eryite. 1 vow my: 


whole ſclfe onely proud in _ acknowledped by you, 
but as your creature,and my onely utmoſt arfbition is,by 
my ſword or ſoule to teftifie how ſincerely I am conſe- 
crated to your adoration. 
Gon. Tis enoughzart a Gentleman Fawne ? 
Mer. Not uneminently defcended , for were the pede- 
recs of ſome fortunately mounted, fearched,they would 

e ſecretly found to bee of the blood of the poore 
Fawne. 

Gon. Tis enough , yourwo 1 Joue heartily, for thy 6i- 
lence neycr diſpleaſeth mee , nor thy ſpecch ever offend 
mee : Sec our daughter attends us , my faire, thy wiſe, 

my chaſt , my dutious , and indeed, in all my daughter, 
(for ſuch a pretty ſoule , for all the world haue I beenc) 
what I thinke vvee hauc made the Prince to feele his 
error , What did heethinke , hee had weake fodles in 
hand ? no, hee ſhall find as wiſely ſaid Lucultas, young 
men are fooles, that gve about to gull us. | 

Dul. But ſooth my wiſeſt father,the young Prince is 
yet forgerfull , and refteth reſolute, in his much unadyi- 
ſed loue. y 

Gon, Ift poſſible ? 

Dul. Nay I proteſt whatere he faine to you (ab he can 
faine moſt deeply.) | 

Gon. Right wee know it, for if you mark*r, hee ywould 


not once take ſenſe of any ſuch intent from him : O 
impadence,what me 


canfit thou looke for 2? 
Dutl, And as I ſaid, royally wiſe , and wiſely royall 


Father. 


Goa. 1 thinke that eloquence is hersditary. 
Dut. Tho' hee can faine , yet Ipreſume your ſenſe is 


auicke enough to find him. 


Gon. Quicke, iſt kor ? 
Gro 


G' 
Her./Sit my (clfe,my family ,my fortunes,are a]l deyo- [1 dot 


hee | 
moi 


thes. 
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| doe know (by the juſt ſequence of ſuch umpudence)that 
hee hath laid ſome ſecond fiege unto thy bolome, vwith 


,, | noft miraculous coneyances of ſome ich preſent to 


thee. 
Dul. O bounteous heaven ! hoy liberall are your 


| graces to my Neſtor-like father, 
© Gon. Iſt not ſo? ſay. 
Dul. Tis ſo oraculous Father, he hath aove trtore thien 
courted with bare phraſes. | 
See Father ſce, the very bane of honor, 
Corruption of juſtice and virginity, - ' + 
Gifts hath he left with mee 3 O vievethis ſcarfe, 
This as he cald it moſt eavicd filke, 
That ſhould embrace an armezor waſte, or fide, 
VVhich he much fear'd ould never, this he le fe, 
Deſpight.my munch reſcitance. s 
Gon. Did ee ſo, giu't me, He giu't him ; Ne reFiue 
kis token with ſo ſharpe —— 
| Dul. Nay my worthy Father, Teade brit theſe cutining 
erters. 
Gon, Letters ? where ? proue you but juſtly {87ing, 
and conceiue mee, \ 
Till juſtice leaue the gods lle never leaue thee ; 
For tho” the Duke ſeemt wiſe, hee'l find this ftraine, 
Where two hearts find conſent, all thwatting's vaine ; 
And darſt thou then Herre this writ, F/OTTE- 
© world of wenching wiles, where is thy wit ! 


Enter Tiberio. 


Dul. But other talke for us were farre tore fie, _. 


For ſee here cones the Prince T iheria. chamber. 
lt take thy 


Gon. Daughter upon thy 6bediegce, 
Dul. Heart father ih all dntie , Jer mee beſeech your 
Gon. 


Gra. Iſt not Fawne?why,l did knovy you flineg; axy 


The Fawne, 

Gon. Go to,go to,you are a ſimple foole,a very ſimple 
animal, N 

Dal. .Yert let me be the loyall ſervant of ſimplicity. 

Gon. What would you doe ? what are you wiſer then 
your father ? will youdire& me ? | 
- Dul. Heavens forbid ſuch inſolence , yet let me dc- 
nounce my hearty hatred, 

Gog. To whatend ? 

Dul. Tho't be in the Princes care, ſince fit's not mai- } 
dens bluſh to raile aloude. 

Gon. Go togo to, | 

Du. Let me checke his heate. 

Gon. Well,well. | 

Dul: And take him downe deare father, from his full 
pride of hopes. 

Gon. So,(o,l ſay once more goe in. Exit Dul. & Phi. 
I will] not looſe the glory of reproofe ; / 
Is this th'office of Embaſſadors my Loxd Tiherlo3 
Nay duty of a ſonne,nay picty of aman, 
A figure cal'd in Art, Gradatio, 
' With ſome learnde.(Climex) to court a royall Lady 
For's maſter,father,or perchance his friend, 
And yet intead the purchaſe of ſuch beauty 
To his owne uſe, | | 

Th. Your Grace doth much amaze me. | 

Gon, 1 faine,diflemble, Las we are new groawne olde, 
weake Gghtcd,alas any one fooles us. 

Tib. 1 deepely yow my Lord. 
» Goz. Peace,bc not damnd,have pitty on your ſoule. 
I confeſſe ſweet Prince for you to love my daughter, 
Young and witty , of _—_ mixcure both of mind and 


Is neither wondrous nor unnaturall, (body, 
Yet to forſweare and yow againft ones heart, ; 
Is full of baſe,ignoble cowardile, 

Since tis moſt Mins ach ſpeaches doe contemne 
Heaven and feare men, (that's ſententious now.) 


T ib, 


The F ayne. 
Tib. My gratious Lord, if 1 unknowingly have er'de- 
Gon. Vaknowingly? come you bluſh my Lord : 

Vnknowingly,why can you write theſe lines, . 

Preſent this skarffe, unknowingly my Lord, 

To my deare daughter,um,unknowingly ? 

Can you urge your ſuite,prefer your gentleſt love, 

In your owne right,to her too eaſe breaſt, 

That God knowes takes roo much compaſſion on ye, 

S (And ſo the praide me ſay)unknowingly my Lord ? 
If you can a theſc things unknowingly, TR 4 

Know we can know your ations ſo unknowen, 

For we are old I will not fay in wit, 

(For every juſt worth muſt not approve it ſelfe) 

But take your skarfe,for the vowes thee'le not weare it. 
Tih. Nay but my Lord. 
Gon. Nay,but my Lord,my Lord, 

You muſt take it,weare it,keepe it, 

For by the honour of our houſe and blood, 

I will deale wiſely and be provident, 

Your father ſhall nor ſay I pandarizde, 

Or fondly winks at your aftetion, 

Na weele be wile,this night our daughter yeelds 

Your fathers anſwerzthis night we invite 

Your preſence therefore to a feaſtfull waking, 

To motrow to Ferrara you rerurne 

With wiſhed anſwer to your royall father, 

Meane time as you reſpe& our beſt relation 

Of your faire bearing, (Granuffv iſt not good ? ) 

Of your faire bearing,reſt more anxious, 

(No anxious is not a good word) reſt more vigilant 

Over your paſſion,both forbeare and beare, 

Ancchon, eapechon, that's Greeke to you nowz 

Elſe your youth ſhall finde, 

Our noſe not ſtuft,but we can take the winde, 

And ſmell you out,l ſay no more but thus, 

And ſmell you out,what,ha not we our eyes, 


Our 


The Fawne, 

" Our noſe and eares,vhat are theſe haires unwiſe > 

Looke too't, quot ego, a figure called 4poſpopefic or 

Pacrepatis. xeunt Gonzago end Granufſo. 
Tib. proove you but juſtly loving and conceive me, 

Tuftice ſhg/l leeve the gods before 1 leave thee : 

Imagination provve as true,as thou art ſweet,, : - 

And though the Duke ſeeme wiſe,heele finde thu ffraine 

When two hearts yeeld conſent ,off thwartings vaine, 

O quicke devicefull ſtrong braind Dulcime! 

Thou art to full of wit to be a wife, © | 

Why dolt thou loye,or what trong heat gave life 

To ſuch faint hopes ? O woman thou art made 

Moſt only ot,and fordeceit,thy forme 

Is nothing but deluſion of our eycs, 

Our eares,our hearts, and ſometimes of our hands, 

Hipocrifie and vanity brought for th, L- | 

Without male heate,thy moſt moſt monſtrous being ; 

Shall I abuſe my royall fathers truſt? 

And make my ſelfe a ſcornethe very foode 

Of rumor infamous,ſhall I that ever loath'd, 

A thought of woman,now begin to love | 

My worthy fathers right, lon faith to him that got me, For 

To pet a faithlefſe woman ? 26 
Her. True my worthy Lord,your grace is vere pius. 


T'th. To take fram my good father x - 
The pleaſure of his eyes, EIFS, Th, 
And of his hands,imaginary ſolace of bis fading life: x 

Her, His life that onely lives to your ſole good. Die 

Tih. And my ſelfe g60d,his lifes moſt onely end. oF 

Hex, Which O may never end ! | | We 

Tib. Yes Faune im time , we muſt not preſcribe to na- Th, 


euke every thing : thet's ſome end in eycry thung. 
Her. But in a woman,yet as ſhe is a wife,(ke 1s, 
. Oftentimes the end of her husband. 
Tib. Shall,I (ay ? a 
Her. Shall you I ſay confound your owne I 
r0 


The Fawne. 


Croſſe aſl your courſe of life,make your ſelfe vaine, 
To your once ſteady gravenefſe,and all to ſecond. 
The ambitious quicknefſe of 8 monitrous love, + 
Thats onely our of difficulty borne. 4 
And followed onely for the miracle, 
in the obtaining, wouid ha ye now, 
Tell her father of it. 
 Tib. Vacompaſſionare vilde man, 
Shall I nor pitty,if I cannotlove ? 
Or cather ſhall I noc for pitty love, 
So wondrous wit in ſo moſt wondrous beauty, 
That with ſuch rareſt art and cunning meanes 
Entreates ? whac I thinke valulefic,and not 
Worthy but co graunt my admiration, 
Are fathers to be thought on in our loves ? 
= Her. Trueright firtathers are friends,a crowne, 
And love hath none , but all arc allied co themſclues a- 
Your father I may boldly Cay,hee's an Aﬀe, (lone, 
To hope that youle forbeare to (wallow, 
Wh wy, cannot chew,nay t'is injuſtice truely, 
For him to judge it fic,that you ſhould ſarue 
For that which onely he can feaſt his eyes wighall, 
And not diſgeft, 
Tib. O Fawne what man of ſo cold earth 
But muſt loye ſuch a wit in ſuch a body, 
Thou laſt and onely rareneſfſe of heavens workes, 
From beſt of man made modell of the gods : 
Divineſt weman, thou perfeRion 
Of all proportions, beauty made when 7ove wat þlith, 
Well fild with XeFar, and full friends with man; 
Thou deare as ayxe,necefſlary as Oe” 
To carefull man : woman,O0 who £an {in ls deepely, 
As to be curſt from knowing of the pleaſures, 
Thy (oft ſociety, medeſt amorouſneſle, 
Teelds to our tedious life. Fawne, 


Th: Duke Hall not+2owabus. 


The Fawns. 


' Herc. Valeſſe you tell him,but what hope can live 
in you | 
W en your ſhort ſtay , and your moſt ſhortened 
conference, BT as | 
Not onely aRions, but even looks obſcrude, - 

Cur off all poffibilities of obtaining. 


Tib. Tuth Fawne, to. violence of womens love & wit, 


Nothing buc not obtaining is impoſltble, 
Notumque farens quid femins poſe 
Her. But then how reft you co your father erwe ? 


Tib. To himthar onely can give dues , the reſts moft 
Exit, 
Her. Eycn (o he that with ſafety would well lurke in 


due. 


Courts 5 ; 
To beſt eleked ends,of force is wrung, 


To keepe broade eyes , ſoft fect , long cares, and moſt 


{horc coung, 

For tis of knowing creatures the maine Art, 

To uſe quicke hammes, wide armes and moſt cloſe 
heart, | 


Altus terty Fink. 


AcTys QVvVarTys. 


Enter Hercules and Garbeta, 


Here, Why t'is 2 moſt well in faſhion affetion Dons 
Gerbets,your Knight Sir 4morox is 2 man of a moſt un- 
forcunate back, ſpirs white, has an ill breath,and at three 
afcct dinner goes to the Bach, takes the diet, nay which is 
more,takes Tobacco, therefore with great authority you 
may cuckolde him. 

Gar. I hope ſo, but would that friend my brether 


V 


diſcover 


The Fawne. 


diſcover mee , would hee wrong himfelte- to prejudece 
mee. | | 

Her. No prejudice deare Garheta his brother your 
husband right,he cuckolde his eldeſt brother, truezhe gets 


her with childe juſt. 

Garb. Sure theres no wreng in righr,true and juſt. 

Her. And indced {ince the vertue of procreation grovy= 
ed hopeleſſe in your husband, to \vvhom ſhould yourather 
commit your loye and honour to , then him that is moſk 
like and necre yout husband,his brotherzbut are you afſu- 
red your friend and brother reſts intirely conſtant ſolely 
to you ? | 

Gar. To me, O Fawne, let me fgh it with joy into 
thy boſome,my brother has bin woed by this & that and 
tother Lady to entertaine them (for I have (cen their ler- 
ters)but his yow to nie O Fawne is moſt unmurable , un» 
taining,peculiar,and indeed deſerved. 


Enter Puttato and a Page, Puttato 
with s Letter in bis hand. 


Put. Never intreate mee, never beſeech mee, to haye 
pitty forſooth on your Maſter, Maſter Herod : Let him 
never be ſo dari b ambitious , as to hope with all his 
yowes and ices to gaine my affeRion, gods, my 
diſcretion ! has my ſutlery, capſtry, laundry, made me be 
eane yp at the Court , preferde mee to a husband , and 
have 1 adyanc't my husband with the labour of mine 
owne body , from the blacke-guard , to bee one of the 
Dukes drummers , to make him one of the Conrt gal- 
lants, can tell who weares perfumes , who plaiſters, 
and for yyhy , know rvhoſe a Gallant of a chaſt firs, 
I become, or dares your maſter thinke I will become, 


or if I become , preſumes your Maſter to hope I vyould 
become one of -his common feminiaes', no let Maſter 


Herod bragge of his brothers wife , I _ | 
iS 


= 
No 

————_—_——_—_ a 
— —__—___. A 


The F anne. 


ki lerters,ang her leavings at my heele, ifaith and (© tr! 


kim. ri 
Pag. Nay coſtly, deare Purtorta, miltrefſe Purtorra, 
:12dam Purtarta, O þe mercifull ro my langyiſhing ma- MW © 
ſer , he may in time grow agreat and well grac'e Cour- 
m 


tier z. for he weares greene already , mixe therefore you: 
Laves, 2s for madam Garketzs his brothers wife, you ſee 
"7hac he writes there. | 
Pur. I myſt confeſſe he ſaies the is a ſpinie , greene M © 
| creature,of an yunwholeſome barren bleaod, and cold im- lo 
. brace,q bony thing of moſt uncquall Rs eyes, bu 
ill rankt teeth, and indeed one, but that ſhe hires him, he WY 
endures not,ycr,for all this does he hope to diſhoneſt me: ſl 
T 2m far his betters, I would hc ſhoyld well knew it, for M 
mnorahy many then my husband , know I am a woman 
of a knovne, ſound and upright carriage, and io he ſhall I ?'* 
find if hedeale with me, and {@ tell him I Pray you, what 


does he hope to make me one of his gilles , his punckes, {hy 
pelecats flirtes,and feminines ? E-1 
Exit,« Puttottagoes out ſhe fliggs away the letter ,the a 

P age puts it up, and as he is talking Hercules feater 

it out of his pocket. ' 


ras, Alas my miſerable maſter, whar ſuddes art thou fl , - 
w2thcineo , thou art borne to be (cornde of every carted i Þ** 
community,and yetheele gut-cracke a Germane when ht 
is drunke , or 2. Spaniarg after he hath eaten a Funeaths, cl 
thathe haz lyen with that and that, and tother lady,that 
he Jay laſt night in (ugh a majdens chamber, tother night 4 
he layd in ſagh a Countefſe couchyto night he lics in ſuch 
2 Lzdigs cloſer,yvhen poore I know all this yyhile he licd 
41 his throat, DRY PR © - 

Her, Madam let nee Geh it in your beſame, how im- 


mutable and yofainting,and indeed. <-- | } 
_ Ger. Fama I will undec it, xaskall he ſhall Rarue for 1 
any furchgr mainzsnagce. | ry, 


#7 Here. 
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The F AWB: 

Hey. You may make him come to the coyrring and 
recovering of his old dublets. 

Gar. He was in faire hope of proving heireto hid el- 
der brother, but he has gotten a child: TID 

Her. So , you withdrawing your favour ; his pteſeiit 
meanes faile him, and-by getting you with child; tity fs 
ture meanes for ever rc{t deſpairefull co him. | 

Gar. O heaventhat I ceuld curſe him beneath Wartina- 
tion, impudent varlet : by uy reputation-Fewne,'Þ on: 
lou'd him , becauſe I thought 1 onely did-not loue Himy 
but as he vowed infinite beauties doated on him';' alas F 
was a {imple countrey Ladyzwore gold buttons-,-trurides 
leeues, and flaggon bracelets, in tins Rate of innocetiefe 
was I brought ep to the Court. 

Her. And now inſtead of countrey innecentle- hire 
you got Court honeſty ; well Madam leaue your bro» 
ther eo my placing , he hill hage afpeciall cabinin che 
{hip of footes. 

Gar. Right, remember hee got his elder brocher# 


' wife with child,& ſo deprin'd himlelfe of the inheritance; 


Her. That wil follow him under hatches Ewarrant you. 
_ Gar. And (odepriu'd himfelfe of inheritance; deate 
Fawne be my Chainpion; 


Her. The very ſcourge of your moſt baſely offending 


brother. 
Gar. Tgnoble villaine, that I mighe bur ſec thee wrets 


ched without pine and recovery ! well. 
Enter Herod and Nymphaderbs 


Her, Stand 3 Herod you are full mer fir. 


Hero. Bur not met full fir, I-am as gaune as'a hunting” 
ding after 3 cramd (ems,foreVenas Pan I bavebetne 
aſcod8,upon faire Madone hauc 1 this-aftet<" 


e 
hating of 
WG-0. th 
Her, 't 
Hero. 
ry acod dtowhie paſlion 3 ts Teas 


d the forked tree, 
e? 


le; fieon this ſatiory,tisn'tull;bhregrbess 
prope; felleyy 
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The Fawne. 
£0 be thus greedily devoured and ſwallowed among. La- 
dies ? faith tis my torment my very racke. _ | 
Her. Right Herod, truc, for imagine all a man poſleſi 
were a perperuall pleaſure , like that of generation, even 
in the higheſt luſhiouſneſle , he 4 ſinkes as vnable 
> rag ſo continuall , ſo pure, {o univerſall a ſen- 
uality. n.; 
Herod. By even truth t'is very right , and for my part 
would I were eunuch't rather then thus ſackt away with 
kifſes,infeebling daliance,and O the falling ſickenefle on 
them all , why did reaſonable nature give ſo ſtrange, fo 
rebellious,lo tirannous,ſo in{atiate parts of appetite to (0 
weake a governeſle as woman. _ 
Her. Or why O cuſtome didſt thou oblige them to 
modeſty,ſachcold temperance, that they muſt be wooed 
by men, conrted by men ! why all know , chey are more 
full of ſtrong defires, thoſe deſires moſt imparient of de- 
 lay,or hinderancegthey have more unhourely paſſions the 
men , and weaker rcaſonto eemper thoſe paſſons then 
men, 
Nym. Why then hath not che diſcretion of nature 
thought it inſt » cuſtomary coines, old faſhions, rermes of 
honor and of modeſty forſooth, all laid aſide, they court 
not ns;beſeech not us,rather for ſweetes ef love,then we 
them , why by lanus women are but men turnde the 
wrong fide outward. y 
Her. O fir, nature is a wiſe worke-man, ſhe knowes 
right well chat if women ſhould weoe us to the at cf 
love, we ſhould all be utterly ſham'd , how often ſhould 
they take us unprovided when they are alwaies ready, 
Herod. 1 fir , right fir , to ſome few ſuch unfortunate 
handſome fellowes as my ſelfe am to my priefe 1 
know it. 
Herc. Why heere are two perfe& creatures , the one 
Nymphadero, loves all,and my Herod here injoyes all. 
 Hergd, Faith ſome ſcore or two of Ladies or * 
- rayi 


«as ws M4 HFfefs 


| The Fawne. 

rayiſh mee among them, divide my preſence, aud would 
ingroſſe mee, were I indeed ſuch an afſe as to bee made 
a Monopoly of: looke firrah whata yild hand one of them 
writes, who would eyer take this fot a d. deercft,or reade 
this for only, only deereſt. 

Hey. Here's a lye indeed. 

Hetd. True, but here's another much more legible, a 
uu ſecretary; my moſt affeted Herod,the utmoſt ambi- 

ition of my hopes, and onely. | 

Her.-T here is one lye better ſhap'd by ods. 

Hero. Right, but here's'a Ladies Roman hand to mee 
is beyond all ; looke ye, to her moſt eleted ſervant, and 
worthy friend Herod Zeldon3030,Efquire, I beleeye thou 
knoweſt what Countefſes hand this is, Ile ſhew thee 
another. | | 

Her. No good Herod, Ile ſhew thee one now: To 
his moſt elected Miſtreſſe and worthy Laundrefſe, divine 
Miſtreſſe Puttora, at her Tentin the Wood-yard, or els- 
where, give theſe, | 

Hero, Prithee ha ſilence, what's that. 


Her. If my teares, of vewes; my doubtleſt proteſtati- | 


ons on my knecs,' | 
Here. Good hold. oa 
Her. Faire and onely loved laundrefle; 
Herod. Forbearc I beſcech thee. 


Her. Might move thy ſtony heart to take pitry of my 


hghes, 
— Doe not ſhame meto the day of judgemenr. 
Her. Alas I write in paſſion, alas thou knoweſt be- 
ſides my loathed faſter thou art 
Hergd. For the Lords ſake. . 


Her. The onely hope of a pleaſurethe only pleaſure | 


of my hopes, be pleas'd ther Ore 00 onrrommmnw___ 
Herad, Ceaſc I beſcech thee. 


Her. Piſh, nere bluſh man; *cis an tinicourely quality, 


as for thy lying, as long as there is pollicy in't, 'is"ve: 
y 1yINg> - N > ay pa bl 


The Fawne. 


paſſable, wherefore has heaven given man tangue but to 
peake to a mans owne glory ? He that cannor [well big- 
ger then his naturall skin, nor ſeeme to be m more grace 
then he is,has not learn'd the very rudiments, or A.B.C. 
of courtfhip. 
Herod. V pon my heart Fawne thou pleaſeſt me to the 
ſoule,why look you,for mine owne part I muſt confeſle- 


Enter Dondolo. 


See here's the Dukes foole. 
© Don. Aboard aboard aboard all manner of foolcs of 
Court,Citic or countrey, of what degreegſexc or nature, 

Hergd. Foole. 

Don. Herod. 

Her, What, are you full fraighied , is your ſhip well 
foold ? : 


Don. O *rrvas excellently thronged full, a Iuſtice of 
peace tho' hee had beene one of the moſt illicerare affes 
in a Conatrey , could hardly ha got a hanging cabin. O 
wehad firſt ſome long forcunate great Politicians, thac 
were ſo fottiſhly paradized , asto thinke when popular 
hate ſeconded Princes diſpleaſure to them,any anmerited 
violence could (eeme to the world injuſtice ; ſome e 
fellowes whom chance reared , and their ovwne deficien- 
cies of ſpirit hurled downe z wee had ſome Courtiers 
. that ore-bought their offices and yet durſt fall in fone, 
Prieſtsrthat forſooke their fanftions to avoid a thwart 
ſtroake with a ver finger. But now alas Fane, now 
ther*splace and place. 


Her. Why ? how gatgll theſe forth, was not the war- 
rant _ ? 

Don. Yes,yes, but they got a Superſedeas, all of chem 
proyeal them(clues eicher knaucs or mad mean, and (o 
war all lccgoe ; ther's none leFr now in our ſhip bur a 


rag 
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feyy Cirfzens, that ler their wines keepe their ſhop 
bookes , ſomg Philoſophers, and a fevy Crirzques 3 one 
of which Critiques has loſt his fleſh with fiſhing at 
the meaſure of Plautus verſes., another has vow's to 
ger the conſumption of the lungs , or to leaue ro poſte- 
riry the true orthography and pronunciation of laughing, 
a third hath melted a great Cala a {net , worne ont his 
chumbs wita turning , read out his eyes, and Rudied 
his face out of a ſanguine into a meagre ſpawling fleamy 
loathſomeneſſe , and all to find bur why wentuls ſhould 
be the feminine gender , Gnce the rule is in Propria que 
maribus tribuuntur maſcula diges, Theſe Philoſophers, 
Critiques , and all the maids we could find at 16. are a)l 


our fraught now. 


Her. O then your ſhipof fooles is full. 

Nyw. T rue the maids at 17, fill it. 

Den. Fill it quoth you? alas wee haue yery few amd 
theſe we were faine to take up in the countrey too. 

Her, But what Philoſophers ha yee ? 

Don. O very ſtrange fellowes , one knowes nothing, 
dares not ayerreghe liues,goesſees,feels, 

Nym. A moſt infenſible Philoſopher. 

Dos. An other thar there is no preſent time , 3nd that 
one man to day, and to morrow is not the ſame man, {© 


becauſe he is notthe ſame man, 
Hero, Would that Philoſophy would hold good in 


law. 
Her. But why has the Duke thus laboured to haue all 
the fooles ſhipt out of his dominions. 
Dog. Marry becauſe he would play the foole himſelfc 
alone without any rivall. | 
Her. Ware your breech foole. | 
- Don. I warrant thee old lad,tis the priviledge of poore 
tooles to talke before an intelligencer , marry if I could 
toole my ſelfe into a Loedſhip as 1 know ſome ha fool'd 
X 3 them» 


that hee that yeſterday owed money to day owes none, 
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themſelves out of a Lordſhip, were I growne ſome huge 
fellow and gor the leer of the people upon me,if the fates 
had ſo decreed it, I ſhould talke reaſon though I ne. e 0. 
pen'd my lips. 

Her. In fatis agimur cedite fatic; but how runnes ru- 
mour, what breath's ſtrongeſt in the Pallace noy ? I 
thinke you knoyy all. 

Don. Yes, we fooles thinke we know all, the Prince 
hath audience to night, is feaſted, and after ſupper is en- 
tercained with no Comardic, Maske, or Barriers, but 
with 

Nym What I prithee ? 

Herod, What 1 prithee ? 

Don. With a moſt new and ſpeciall ſhape of delight. 

Nym. What for loves (ake ? 

Don. Marry Gallants, a Seſſion , a generall Councell 
of love, ſummon'd in the name of Don Cuyid, ro which, 
upon paine of their Miſtrefle diſpleaſure, ſhall appeare IW 4 
all favour wearers , Sonnet-mongers , Health drinkers, 
and neat in riches of Barbers and Perfumers, and to con- 
clude, all, that can wighee and wag the taile, are, upon 


grievous paines of their backe, ſummon'd to be aſſiſtant WW 
1n that Seſſion of love. "_ 
Her. Hold, hold, doe not paule thedelight before it MW ® 
come to our pallat z and what other rumour keepes aire WW 
on mens lungs ? he 
Doz. Other egregiouſaeſle of tolly, ha you not heard th 


of Don Zuccone ? 

Nym. What of him good foole ? 
Don. He is ſeparated, 
Xym. Divor d. 

- Dozx. That ſalt, that Criticiſme, that very all Epi- 
gram of a woman, that Analyſis, that compendium of 
witnefle, | 

Nym. Now Ieſu what words the foole has. 
Don. V Vee have flill ſuch words, but I yill not un- 
| "fa | " ſhake 


The Fawne. 
ſhake the jeſt before it be ripe, and therefore kiſſing your 
worthips fingers in molt ſw ect termes without any ſenſe, 


and with moſt faire lookes without any good meanin 
1 moſt courtlike take my leave, dafilus menus & voſhyo 


Sizatorta . | 
Hero.” Stay foole, wee'l follow thee , for fore heaven 
we muſt prepare our ſelyes for this ſeſſion. Exeunt. 


Enter Zuccone purſued by Zoya on her knees 
attended by Ladies. 40 


Zuc. I will have no mercy, I will not relent, Juſtice 
beard is ſhaven, and ſhall give thee no hold, I am fepara- 
ted, and I will be ſeparated, | | 

Zoys. Deare my Lord, husband. WET 

Zuc. Hence creature, I am none of thy husband, or 
father of thy baſtard, no I will be tyrannous, and a moſt 
deep revenger, the order ſhall ſtand ; ha, thou Queane, I 
hayeno wite now. 

Zoy. Sweet my Lord, 

Zac. Hence, ayant, I will marry a woman with no 
wombya creature with two noſes, awench with no haire, 
rather then remarry thee ; nay, I will firſt marry, marke 
me, I will firſt marry, obſerve me, I will rather marry a 
woman that with thirſt drinkes the blood of man ; nay, 
hced mc, a woman that will thruſt in crowdes, a Ladie 
that being with child ventures the hope of her wombe, 
nay, gives two crownes for a roome to behold a goodly 
man, three parts alive,quartered, his privities hackled off, 
his belly Lzunched up : nay,lle rather marry a woman to 
whom theſe ſmoking, hideous, bloudfull,horrid, though 
moſt juſt ſpeRacles, are very luſt, rather then re 
thee : Was 1 noc a handſome fellow from my foot to my 
feather, had | not wit? nay, which is more, was I not a 
Dcn, and didit thou 4Feon mce ? did I not make thec 
a Lady ? | | 


: 'c 
Herc, And 


- oy ou” ao IT oc 


The Fawne. 


- ter. And did (hee not make you a more worthipfull 
thing,a Cuckold ? 

Zuc. 1 married thee in hope of children. 

- Hero. And has not ſhee ſhewed her ſelfe fruitfull that 
was got With child without helpe of her husband ? 
Zus. Ha thou ungratefull,immodeſ,unwiſe, and that 
- God's my witneffe I ha lou'd, but goe thy wayes, twilt 
with whom thou wilt for my part , th'aſt ſpun a faire 
thre2d , who'lkifſe thee now , who'l court thee now, 
who'l ha thee now ? 

Zoy. Pitie the frailty of my ſexe ſweet Lord. 

Sus. No , pitie is afoole , and I will not yveare his | 
coxcombe , I haue yowed to loath thee , the Iriſh man we 
ſhall hate aps , the Welch man cheeſe , the Ducch an 
man fhall loath ſalt butter before 1 reloue thee : do's the 


babe pule? thou ſhowld' ha cry'd before , *ris too late ſo 


now, no the trees in autumne ſhall ſooner call backe the it; 
ſpring with {bedding of their leaues,then thou reverſe my 

juſt irreyocable hatred with thy teares,away goc vaunr. My 

y 
Exit Zoya and the [ 2d. 


Her. Nay but moſt of this is your fault, that for ma- 
ny yeares , onely upon mere miſtruſt, ſeyer'd your body hi 
from your Lady,and in thattime gaue opportunity,turn'd 
a jealous Aﬀe,and heard ſome ſo try and rempt your La- th 
dies honour , whileſt ſhee with al poſhible induſtry of lis 
a3pparant merit diverting your unfortunate ſuſpition. 

Zuc. I know't 1 contefle, all this 1 did and I doe glory 
in'e, why? cannot a young Lady for many nmvneths |! 
keepe honeſt ? ne,I miſthought it,ny wife had wit,beau- ' 
ty, health,good birth, faire clothes,and a paſſing body, a ke 
Lady of rare diſcourſe, quicke cyec, (weet language, allu- F 
ring behaviour , and exquiſite entertainement, 1 mil- m 
thought ity I fear'd, I donbted , and at the laſt I found it k 
out.T prayſe my wit,I knew I was a Cuckold, 


"Kiba. wie a 


Het. 
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Hex. An exccllent wit. 


Zuc. True Fawne, you ſhall reade of few dunces that 


haue had ſuch a wit I can tell you,and 1 found it our,and 
I was a Cuckold. 

Her. Which now you haue found , you will not bee 
ſuch an Aﬀe as Ceſar,great F ompey.Lucu/lus, Inthony,or 
Cat!,und divers other Romans, cuckolds,who all knew it, 
and yet were nere divorc'd upon't; or like that Smith- 
God Yulcan, who having taken his wife,yert was preſent- 
ly appeaſed , and entreated to make an Armour for a ba» 

ard of hers. 

Zuc. No the Romans were aſſes , and thought that a 
womafn ig mixe her thigh with a —_ wantonly, 
and yet fti]] loue her husband matrumonially. 

Her. As indeed they fay, a many married men lye 
ſomerime-with ſtrange women , whom, þut fot the in- 
{tant ule, they abhorre, 

Zuc. And as for Yulcan *ewas humanity more then 
—_ ; ſuch excefle of goodneſle for my part ſhail on. 
ly belong to the gods. 5 2m 

= Aſe for oo pr 

Zuc, As for me my Fawne I at. a batcheller now. 

Hey. But you are a Cuckold ſtill, and one that knowes 
himſcife to be a Cuckold. 

Zuc. Right , thats it, and I kney it not 'rwere no- 
thing , _ if 1 had not purſu'd it too, it had Iyen in ob= 
livion, and ſhaddowed in doubt, but now I hz blaz'd it, 

Her. The world ſhall know what you are. 

Znc, True , Ile pocket up ne hornes , but my revenge 
ſhall ſpeake in chunder. 

Her. Indeed I muſt confeſſe I know twenty are Cuc- 
kolds , ang decently and ately caough , a worthy gal- 
lant ſpirit ( whoſe vertue (upprefleth. his miſhap) 1s 13+ 
mented but not diſeſtcemed by it :- Figs, the world ſhall 
know, "RL 

Zuc, T am none of thoſe ſilent C oxconbs.it ſhallnoe. 

Hers 


= 
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| Her. And although it be no great part of injuſtice, fer 
him to.be ſtrucke with the ſcabbard that has ſtrucke with 
the blade (for there 1s few of us but hath made ſome 


one Cuckold or other.) Z 
' Zuc. True Tha don't my (elfe. | p 
Her. Yet. | | Zoy 
Zuc. Yet Thopea man of wit may prevent his owne ng 
mifhap,or if he cannot prevent it, ral 
Her. Yer. bea 
Zuc. Yer make it knowen yet, and ſo knowne that the Wl tha 
world may tremble with onely thinking of it. Well 
Fawne whom ſhall I marry now? O heaven ! that God ill ;«cf 
made for a man no other meanes of procreation , and hut 
maintayning the world peopled , but by women, O that 


we could ger one an other with child Fawne, or like flics 
procreate with blowing,or any other way then by a wo- 
man,by women who haue no reaſon in their loue,or mer- 
cy in their hate, no rule in their pitty, no pitty in their re- 
yenge , no judgement to ſpeake, and yer no patience to 
hold their _— 3 mans oppoſit, the more held downe 
they (well, aboue the 11 naught but wi/, beneath them <Q 
. naught bur befl. 

Her. Or that fince heaven hath. given .us no other 


mcanes to allay our furious appetite,no other way of in- s 
creaſing our Progenie , fince wee muſt intreate and beg 

for alwagement of our 90095 and entertainement of 

our affcRions', why did not heaven make us a nebler . 
creature then women to ſuc unto ? ſome adinirable deity 

of an uncorruptible beanty , that might-bee worth our ( 


knees , the expence of our heate, and the crinkling of 
OUr—— 

Zuc. But that wee mult court , ſonnet , flatter,bribe, 
kneele, (us to fo feeble and imperfeR, inconſtant , idle, 
rainc,hollow bubBle,as woman 1s, CO) my fate. 

Her, O my&-ord looke who here comes, 
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Enter Zoya ſupported by a Gentleman Yſber, foowed by 
Herod end Nymphadoro with much ſtate, {oft #:u- 
fecke playing. 

Zuc. Death a manzis ſhe delivered ? 

Her. Delivered ?.yes O my Don. delivered ? yes Dons 
Zoya the grace of ſociety, the mulicke of [weetly agree- 
ing perfection , more clearely chaſt then Ice or frozen 
raine , that glory of her ſexe, that wonder of wit, that 
beauty more freſhly then any coole and trembling wind, 
that now only with of a man is deliyered,is delivered. 

Zuc. How? Her, From Dos. Zuc. that dry skalt- 
nelle, that ſarpego, that barren drouth, and ſhame of all 


humanity. ' _ Zoy. Whar fellowes that ? 
Nym. Don. Zuc. your ſometime husband. 
Enter Philocalia. 


Zoy. Alas poore creatare. 

Phil. The Princefle prayes your company. 

Zoy. 1 waite upon her pleaſure. 

Al bat Hercules, Zuc.Herod,and Nym.deparr. 

Zuc, Gentlemen why hazard you your reputation in 
\hamefull company with ſeach a branded creature ? 

Herod, Miſerable man whoſe fortune were beyond 
reares to be pitied,but that thou art the ridiculous author 
of thine owne laught at miſchiete. 

Zuc. Without paraphraſe your meaning, 

Nym. Why thou womans foole 2? 

Zuc. Good Gentlemen let one dve but once. 

Herod. Were not thou moſt curitfully mad to ſever thy 
ſelfe from ſuch an unequal'd rarity. | 

Zuc, Js ſhe not a trumpet ? Is ſhe not with child ? 

Nym. Yes with feathers. | 

Her.. Why weakenefle of reafon, couldſt not percetue 
all was faind to be rid of thee ? 'Zuc., Of me ?- 

Nym.She with child,untrodde {now is not ſo (potlefle, 

Herod. Chaſt as the 61ſt voice of a nc borne infant, 

Hey. Know ſhe grew Jloathing of thy jealoutte, 


Nv8- 
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NXym. T hy moſt pernicious curioſity, 

Her. Whoſe ſuſpitions made her vnimitable graces 
motiue of thy baſe jealoufie. 

Herod. Why beaſt of man ? 

Nym. Wretched aboue expreſſion thar ſnoredſt over a 
beautie which thouſands deſired, negſcRed(t her bed, for 
whole enjoying a very ſaint would haue ſued. 

Ker. Defam'd her. | 

Wero. Suggeſted privily againſt her. 

Ny m. Gaue foule language publickly of her. 

Her. And now laſtly done that for her which ſhe one- 
ly prayed for, and wiſht as wholeſome ayre for, namely 
to bc from ſuch an unworthy. | 

Herod. Senlelefle. 

Nym. Injurtous. 

Her. Malicious, 

Herod. Suſpitious, 

Nym. Miſhaped. 

Herz. Ill languadg'd, 

Herod. Voaworthy. 

Nym. Ridiculous. 

Her. lealous. 

Herod. Arch Coxcombe ag thou art. 

Exeunt Nym. and Herod. 

Zyc. OI am ficke, my blood hi's the crampe, my ſto- 
macke o”curnes : OT am very ſicke. 

Hex. Why my {weet Don, you are no Cuekold. 

Zuc. Thats the griefc on't Hercules , thats the griete 
on't that I ha" wrong 'd ſo ſweet {and now in my know. 
ledgeY(o delicate a creature; O me thinkes I embrace her 

et. 
F Her. Alas my Lord you haue done her no wr ong, no 
wrong in the world , you have done her a leans, a 
_ pleaſure ; athogſand Gentlemen , nay Dukes will 
proud to accept your lexvings, your leavings 3 nowis 
ac courted , this heice ſends her Tewels, that Lord PR 
ers 
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ters her joynters, tother w_-. hc proclaimes challenges to 
nabes, the onely not beautifull , hve decals 
of women. 

Zuc But I fhall never embrace her more. 

Her. Nay that's true , that's molt true {I would nor 
afflit you) onely thinke how unzelentlefle you vere to 
her but ſuppoſed faul:. 

Zuc. O tis true,too rrue. 

Her. Thinke how you ſcorg'd her teares. 

Zuc. Moſt right. 

Her. Teares that were onely (hed (I would not vex 
you) in very griefe to ſee you covet your owne ſhame. . 

Zuc. T oo truc, too true. | 

Her, For indeed the is the ſweeteſt modeſt ſouls, the 
fulleſt of pitie. 

Zuc, OI, OL. 

Her. The ſ(oftnefle and very courtefie of her ſexe, as 
one that never lou'd any Zuc. Buc mc. 

Her. So much that hee might kope 'to diſhonovur her, 
nor any ſo little that hee might feare ſhe diſclaim'd him. 
() the _w made her a ſoule, as ſoft,as ſpotlefſe downe 
upon the Swans faire breaft that drue bright Cyrbereas 
Chariot , yet thinke (I would not vexe you) yet thinke 
how civill you were to her. 

Zuc. As a Tigergasa yery Tiger. 

Her. And neyer hope to be reconcil'd,neyer dreameto- 
de reconcil'd, never —— 


Zuc. Never,alas good Fawre, what would'ſt wiſh me- 


t0 dac now 2? 


Her. Faith goe hang your ſelfe my Don , that's beſt. 


ure, 


Zuc. Nay that's tao geod,for Ile doe worſe then that, 
Ile marry againe ; where canſt picke our a morſell for me- 


dwne e | 
Her. There is a modeſt matrog-like creature, 
Zuc, What yeares Farne ? | 
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Her. Some fourſcore wanting one. 

Zuc. A good ſober age, is ſhe wealthy ? 

Her. Very wealthy. 

Zuc. Excellent, 

Her. She has three haires on her skalp,and foure teeth 
in her head, a brow wrinkled and puckerd like old parch- 
ment halfe burnt, thee has had eyes, no womans Iaw- 
bones are more apparant, her ſomtimes enyious lips now 
ſhrinke in, and give her noſe and her chin leave to kiſle 
each other very moyſtly, as for her reycrend mouth it (el. 
dome opens, but the very breath char flies our of it infes 


the fowles of the aire,and makes them drop down dead; M. | 
her breſts hang like cob vebs, her fleſh will neycr make iN | 
you cuckold, her bones may. 3 
Zuc. Bur is ſhe wealthy ? , 
Her, Very wealthy. Th 
Zuc. And will ſhe ha me, art ſure ? "vp 


#er. No ſure, the will nor ha you, why do you thinke 
that a waitifg-woman of three baſtards, aſtrumper nine Wh 
rimes Carted, or a hag whoſe eyes ſhoot poyſon, that has 
bin an old witch, and is now turning into a gib-cat,what: Ne 
wil ha youtmarry Don Zuccone,the contempt of women, Bur 
and the ſhame of men, that has afflited, contenined fo Hi 
choice a perfetion as Dona Zoyas ? —_ 

Zuc. Alas Fawne I confelle, what wouldit ha me doc? K 

Her. Hang your ſelfe,youthall not marry,you cannot, He. 
le tell you what you ſhall doe, there 1s a ſhip of fooles, iſ ,** 


| | | Pro 
fetting forth, if you ſeek good meanes, and intreat hard, Wh. 
you way obtaine a paſlage man, be maſters mate I war- Or 
rant yQu. ? by 


Zuc. Fawne, thou art a Skurvy bitter knave, and doſt 
fout Dons to their faces,twas thou flatteredſt me to this, O 
and now thou laughſt at me, doſt ? rhough indeed T had - 
a cert ine proclivity, butthou madeſt me reſolute, doeſt 
Trin and gern? O i comforters of life, helps in ficknes, I cz). 


joyes in deathzan 


preſervers of us, in'our chjldren, after 
death 
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death, women, have mercy on me. 

Her. O my Don, that God made no other meanes, of 
procreation but by theſe women,I ſpeak it not to vex vou. 

Zuc. O Fawne , thou haſt no mercy in thee, deſt thou 
leere on me, well, llc creepe upon my knees to my wife, 
doit laugh at me ? doſt gearne at me ? doſt ſmile ? doſt 
lcere on me, doſt thou? O 1 am an Aﬀe,true, Iama 
Coxcombe, well;I am mad, good : A miſchiefe on your 
cogging tongue , your {meorhing throat, your oyelic 
jawes, your ſppple thumbs, your diſſembling ſmiles ; and 
1) the graund Devill on you all : when miſchiefe favours 
our fortunes, and we are miſerable, tho* juſtly wretched, 
More pitty,comfort,and more helpe we haue, 
1a foes profcſt,then in a flattering knaue, 

| Exit. 

Her, Thus few ſtrike Cayle untill they run on ſhelte, 
The eye ſees all chings bur his —opce Hh 
In all things curiofitie hath beene 
Vitious at leaſt,but herein moſt pernicious, 
What madneſle iſt to ſcarch and find a wound, 
For which thete is no cure,and which unfound 
Nere rankles,whoſc finding only wounds, 
But he-that upon vaine (urmile forſakes 
His bed thus 3-9Kþars to ſearch his ſhame, 
Giues to his wife,youth,opportunity, 
Keepes her in idle full delitiouſneſle, 
Heatcs and inflames imagination, | 
Provokes her to revenge with churliſh wrongs, (men, 
What ſhould he hope but this, why ſhould it Lye ta we- 
Or even inchaſticic it ſelfe,fince chaſtities a female, 
T*avoid deſires {) ripened,ſuch ſweets (o canded : 
But ſhe that hath our borne ſuch maſſe of wrongs, 
Our-dur'd all perſecutions,all contemprs, 
duſpeRs,diſgracezall wants,and all the miſchiefe 
The baſeneſle of a cankerd churle could caft upon her, 
With conſtant vertuebeſt fain'd chaſtity, - ; 

| An 
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bod And inthe end turnes all. his jealouſics 
= 'To his owns (corne,chat Lady 1 cmplore, 
It may be lawfullnor to prayſe,but even adore. 


Enrer Gonzago, Granuffo, with full fate. 
Enter the Cornets ſounding. 


Gon. Are ourſports ready,is the Prince at hand ? A 
Her. The Prince is-now atriu d at the Court gate. 
Gon. Whar meanes our daughters breathlefle haſte ? 


Enter Dulcimel in haſze. 


Dul. O my prinetly father, now or never let your 
princely wiſedome appcare. 
Gon. Feare not our daughter, if it reſt within humane 
reaſon I warrant thee , no I warrant thee, Gramf if it 
i reſt in mans Capacitie, ſpeake deate daughter, 
| Dul. My Lord, the Prince 
Gon. The Prince,what of him deare daughcer ? 
Dul. O Lord what wiſtdome our good parents necd, 
£0 ſhield their chickens from deceits , and wikes of kitc- | 
like youth. F 
Gon. Her very phraſe diſplayes whoſe child ſhe is. 
Dul. Als had not your grace beene provident, a very 
| Neſtor in adviſe and knowledge, hah, where had your 
| poore Dulcimel beene now, what yaines-had not I beene 
| drawen into ? - * | 
Gon. Fore God , the {peakes very paſſionately. Alzs 
daughter, heaven gines every man his talent ;-indecd ver- 
We and wiſedome are not fortunes gifts , therefore thoſe 
that fortune cannot make: vertuous,ſhe commonly makes 
rich , for our ownepart we acknowledge heavens good- 
neſle, and if ic were poſſible ro be as wiſe againe as wee | 
are,we would nere impate'it to our (clues : for as we bee 
fleſh and blood;alas we ate-fooles,but as we are Princes, 
| Schollers , and hawereade Crcero-de Orarore, Lmuft yi N 
; q'l 


T 
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tile there is another matter in't , what of the Prince 
deare dau2hrer ? 

Dul. Father doe you ſee that tree that leanes juſt on 
my chamber window ? Gon. What of that tree? 

. Enter Tiberio with his traine. 
| Dul. O (ir, but note the pulicte of youth , marke but 
the tratagems of working loue, the Prince ſalates mee; 
and thus greers my eare. 

Con. Speake (oftly,be is entred. 

Dul. Although he knew, I yetſtood wavering what 
to cle,becauſe though I affeRed,yet deſtitute of meanes 
ro enjoy cach other , impoſſibility of having might kill 
our hope, and wich our hope , defire to enjoy. Therefore 
to avoid al faint excuſes,and vaine feares,thus he deviſed; 
wo Dulcimels chamber window, A well growne plan- 
raine ſpreads his happy armes , by that in depth of nighe 
one may aſcend (deſpight al fathcrs jealoulies and feares} 
mto her bed. | 

Gon. Speake low,the Prince both markes and liſtens. 

Dul, You ſhall proyide a Prieſt (quoth hee) in truth I 
promilt and ſo you well may tell him , for I cemporized 
and onely held him off, | 

Gon. Politickly,our daughter to a haire, 

Dul. With full intention to diſcloſe it all co your pre- 
venting wiſedome, | 

Gon. I let mee alone for that: but when intends hee 
this invaſion ? when will this Squirril clime ? 

Dul. O fir in thatis all,ywhen but this night. 

Gon. This wight ? 

Dul. This very night when the Court revels had o're 
wak'd yonr ſpirits, and made them full of ſleepe,then— 

Gon. Then,verbum ſat ſapienti : goe take your cham- 
ber , downe upon your knees, thanke God your father is 
no fooliſh ſor,but one that can foreſee and ſee. 

| Exit Dulcimel. 
My Lord we diſcharge PRINT from _ _ _ 
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The Fawne. 


Tth. What means the Duke ? 

Gon. And if to motrow paſt you reſt in Vrbin, the 

priviledge of an Ambaſfadour is taken from you. | 
Th. Good your grace ſome reaſon ? 

Gon. What,twiſe admoniſhe, twiſe againe offending ? 
And now growen bluſhlefſe ? you promiled to get | 
Into her chamberyſhe to get a riclt 
ar yrs ſhe wiſht me tell you ſhe confeſt it) 

And there deſpight all fathers jealous feares, 

To conſunimare fall joyes, know Sir our daughter 
Is our datghter,and has wit at will 
To gull a thouſand cafie things like you : 

Bur Sir depart, the Parliamene prepar'd 

Shall en without you,all the Court this night 
Shall triumph that our Dazghter has eſcap'd 

Her blowing up ; your cnd you ſec, | 
Wee fpeake bur ſhort, but full Socrazice. 


Remoiveth Hercules and Tiberio. 


Tib. What ſhould I thinke,what hope, what but ima- 
gine of theſe —_ ? Res: 
_ Her. Sure fir the Lady loues you 
With violent paſſion, and this night prepares 
A Prieſt with nuprial] rites to entertaine you 
Tn her mot private chamber. | * Kok 
Tib. This I know 
With too much torture, ſince meanes are all unknowen | 
T's come unto theſe ends,wheres this her chamber, © 
Then what tneanes ſhall withour ſuſpition 
Convey me to her chamber, ' O theſe doubts 
End in deſpaire—— | 
' Enter Gonzapgo heſiily. | 
Gon. Sir,fir, this Plantirie was not planred here (you ; Th 
Toget into my daughters chamber,& ſo the prait me tell lo 
What though'the maine armes {5 read into hcr O | 
| An 


LE 


The Fawne. 


And eafie labour climes it : yer Sir know 
She has a yoice to ſpeakezand bid you welgome , 
Wich ſo full breaſt that both your cares ſhall heare an't, 
And ſo ſhe praid me tell you ; ha we no braine ? 
Youth thinkes chat age, Age knowes that youth is vaine. 
Tib. Why now I haue it Fewne,the way,the meanes, 
and meaning,good Duke and 'rvere not for pitty I could 
laugh at thee, Dulcimel I come,thine moſt miraculouſly, 
I will now _ to ſigh,reade Poets, look pale,goe neat» 
[y,and be molt apparantly in loue ; as for——— | 
Her. As for your old father. 
Tib. Alas he and all know,this an old ſawe hath bin , 
Faiths-breach for lodue and kingdomes is no fin. . Zxie. 
Her. Where are we now ? Cylenian Mercurie, 
And thou quicke Meſſenger of Joues broken pate, 
Aide and dire& us : you better Stars to knowledge 
Sweet conftcllatiens,thas cffcR pure oyle, 
And holy vigill of the pale-cheekt Muſes, 
Giue your beſt influencezthat with able ſpright, 
We may corre&,and pleaſc,giving tull lighe 
To every angle of chis various ſenſe, 
Workes of ſtrong birth,cnd better then commence. Zxir. 


Fink Au quarts. 


AcTvs QviNTYS, 


1 hileſt the 42 is playing, Hercules 6#d Tiberio 2 
Tiberio Do tree, and is received a 


Dulcimel,Philocalia aud s prieff : Hercules ages 
beneath. 


Her. Thou mother ef chaſt dew,nights modeſt lampe, 
Thou by whoſe faint ſhine,the bluſtung lovers 
loyne x Fa i 1g checks,and mixe TU erembling lips : 
| Po L n 


_ J ty ) _— 
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The F awns. 
In yowes well kiſt, riſe all-as full of ſplendor, 
As my breaſt is of joy—Yougenirall, 
You Suirfull well mixc heates, O bleſſe the ſheets 
Of yonder chamber,that Ferrarges Dakedome, 
"The race of princely iſſue be not curſ'd, 
And ended in abhorred barrenneſſe. 
At length kill all my feares,nor let it reſt _ 
Once more my tremblings,that my too cold ſonge 
(That ever ſcorner of humane loues; ) 
Will till contemne the ſweets of marriage, 
Stil kill our hope of name in his dull coldneſſe, 
Let it be lawfull to make uſe yee ſowers 
Of huraane weaknefſ&;thar purſueth fill 
What is inhibited, and moſt affets, - 
What is moſt difhcult to be obtair'd, 
So we may learne,that nicer loue's a ſhade, 
It follow's fled ,purſude flies as afraid, 
And in the end eloſe all the yarious errors, 
Of paſſages moſt truely comicall : 
In morall learning with like confidence, 
Of him that vow'd good fortune of:the. Scene, 
Shall neither make him fat,or bad make leane. 
- .- Enter Dondolo laughing. 
Don. Ha,hagha. . | * 
Her. Why doſt laugh foole, heres no body with thee ? 
Don. Why gherefore doe I laugh,becauſe ther's no bo. 
. dy With mee, Would I were a foole alone, I faith I am 
come to attendlet me goe, I am ſent tothe Princefle ro 
come and atrend her' father to the end-of  Cupids Parlia- 


Her. Why,ha they ſat already upon any ſtatures > | 


+. -» Don. Sat? Iall's agreed in the nether houſe. 


Her. Why,are they divided ? 
Don. O Lin Cupids Parliament,all the young gallants 


-- are inthe nether houſe,& all the old Sigfiors that can but 
' -..\ 4.only kifle arc of the upper houſe : is tae Princefle aboue ? 


Her. 


; The Fame. 


Her. No ſure, I thinke the Princeſle is beneath man, 
ha they ſupr foole*? 2 Iv, 
Don. Q yes, the confuljon of  tongucs,at the large ta- 
ble is broke up, for ſee the preſence fils; A fooleza toole, 
a foole, my Coxcombe for a'foole. Tn 


- 


Enter Sir Amarous, Herod, Nymphadoro, Garbetza, 
Donella agd Poucia. © © $ ET 

Herod. Step Aﬀe, what's the matter Ideot * 

Don. O gallants , my fooles that were appoynted to 
waight on Don Cuptd,haue launcher our their ſhip to purge 
heir ſtomacks on the water , and before Jupiter, I feare 
hey wall prove defeRtiue in their attendance, . 

Herod. Piſh foole, they'le float in with the-next tide. 

Dog. I,but whens,that lets mine Almanacke or prog- 
noſtication, A alers ELLE 
Sir 4m. Whatzis this for this yeare ? Tn 
Don. In true wiſedome fir it is, Let me ſee the Moene, 
fore pittyztis in the waine,what grief is this chat ſo'grear 
2 Planet ſhould ever decline or Fooſe .ſplendor—full Sea 
Ui 
S. 4m. Wher's the ſigne now foole ? 
Nos. In Capricorne, Str _" SIS 
Gar. What {irange thing do's this Almanacke fpeake 
of foole?. + | ST > co 
Don. 1s this your Lady Sir Amardus ? 
2 | S: Am. Ktis,kiſſe her foole. 
= | Herod. You may kifſe her now, ſhe is married, _ 
N S. Am. So he might ha done before, + & "(hind. 
o | ©on.-In ſober modeſty Sir, I dge not uſe to doe it be= 
- | Herod. Good foole be acquainted with this Lady too, 
ſhe's of a very honeſt narure I aſſure thee, _ 
Don, I eaþly belceue you fir, for ſhe hath a very good 


face, I aflure yee. | - LE 
Gar. But what ſtrange things do's thy Almanacke 
hat this yearc no child. 


- = 
- 


o 


3 WE ſpcake of good foole ?" Don. 


© I {all be begorten,but (hall haue a rrue Father. - + 
LEI Sir Am 
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The Fawne. 
Sir Am. That's good newes ifaith,] amglad Igotm 
wife with child this yeare. 

Herc. Why fir 4morom, this may bee, and yet you no: 
the.rrye father, may it not Herod 7 - 

Gar. But peg ſayesit good Fewne A | 

Hers. Fai very things ; it ſayes, tha 
ſome Ladies of your hayre ſhall have feeble ions, tha 


li 
will 
ha t 


memores,and yery weake cy-light,ſo that they ſhall mil * 
cake their owne Page, or even brother in law ſomcimaſſſ'*! 
for their ovene husbands. k 
$. 4x1. Ts that all Fawze ? 4 
Herc. No fit Amoroxs, here's likevrife propheſyed 1 
prext ſcarſity of Gentry to enſue, and that ſome Bore;iſ" 
allbe dubbed ſir 4moroſo : A great ſearfity of Lavvyenſſſ®®! 


is likewiſe this yeare to enſue , ſo that ſome one 0 
_ ſhall bee entreated to rake Fees . on beth 
des. 


' 'Enter Don Zuccone following Dona Zoya 
0n his knees. 


Zus. Moſt deere,decre Lady, wife, Lady, wife, O dot 
bur looke on me, afd ha ſome mercy. 
Zoy. I will ha no mercy, I will not relen. 
Zuc. Sweet Ladie. | 
Zoy. The order ſhall ſtand, I am ſeparated,and I will 
be ſeparated. : 
Zuc. Deere, my love, wife. "7 
'  Zoy. Hence fellowyl am none of —__ ene I will be 
tyraanous and a moſt deep revenger,the order ſhall Rand, 


I will marry a fellow that keepes a foxe in his beſome, af _ 
goatunder his arme-holes, and a pole-cat in his mouth, I} 11 
rather then reaccept thee. 
Zuc. Alas, by the Logd Lady, what ſhould I ſay, as 
heaven ſhall bleſſe me ——— what ſhould I ſay ? T 
Herod, Kneele and cry man. 


Zoy. Was 


Th: Fawne. 


Zoy. Was I not handſome, generons, honeſt 
tmFfrom my foor co my feather for ſuch a fellow a3 thou 
art? 

Zuc. Alas, I confeſſe, I confefle. 

Zoy. Bur goe thy wayes and wive with whom thou 
wilt. for my parr, thou haſt _" a faire thread, who 
will kifſe thee now ? who'l court thee now ? who'l 
ha thee now ? | | 

Zuccen, Yet bee a woman — and for Gods ſake 
helpe mee. 

Herod. And doe not ſtand too ſiffely. 

Zucc. And doe not ſtand too ſtiffely, dog you make 
in Ade of me, but lettheſe raſcalls laugh at me, alas 
_ could I doe withall, ewas my deſtiny that I ſheuld 

ce you. 

20. So it is your deſtiny that I ſhould thus revenge 
ch {your abuſe ; No , the Iriſhman hall hate Aqua-vite, 
the Vyelch. man Cheeſe, and the Dutch-man Salt but» 
ter » before Ile love or receive thee ; docs hee crie ? 
does rhe babe pule? "Tis 200 late now, goe , bu» 
rie th 
moſt ho 


oe 


I no! 
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The Courtiers eddreſſe themſelves t0 


whilf# the Duke enters with Gran, 
tokes bis Fare. 


Her. Gallancs 10 dancing, loud muſicke, the Dule's 

upon entrance, 

e Gon. Are the ſports wy; 4 

p Her, Ready. 

all Gon. lis enough , of whoſe inyerition i thiggars | 

liament ? 

Hey, Ours, 

: Gon. lis cno 

This night we vy 


ll 


"4" in filencez and let oblivien bee thy ut+ . 


mi exult, '®/ " __ night "7 
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The F awne. 
Beeyer memoriz'd with prouder triumphs, 
Let it be writ in laſting CharaQters, 
T hat this night our great wiſdome did diſcover 
So cloſe a praRtice, that this night, I ſay, 
Our pollicy found our, nay daſkt the drifts 
Of the young Prince, and put him to his ſhifts, 
Nay paſt tus ſhifts, fore Jove we could make a good Poet, 
Delight us on, we dare our Princely eare, | 
Weare well pleas'dto grace him, then $kornc feare. 


Cornets playing. Drunkenneſſe, Sloth, Pride, and Plenty 
: leade Cupid t0 his ffate,wh0 is followed by Folly, Warre, 
Beggary, and Slaughter.” 

Stand, tis wiſedome to acknowledge ignorance 

Of what we know not,ve would not now prove fooliſh 
Expoun the meaning of your ſhows. - | 

© er. Triumphant Cupid,chat ſleepes on the ſoft cheel: 
Of rareſt beauty, whoſe throne's in Ladics eyes, 

Whoſe force wrich'd lightning from Joves ſhaking hand, 
Forc'd ftrong 4lcides to refigne his club, | 

Pluckr Neprunes T rident from his mighty arme, 
Vnheimed 2HMars, He (with theſe trophees borne, 

Led in by-S/9th, pride, Plenty, Drunkenneſſe, 

Follow*'d by Folly, Warre, Slaughter, Begegary ) 

T akes hisfaire throne, ſit pleas'd, for now we move, 
And ſpeake not for our glory, but for ſove, 

HC fp Ee I Hercules takes 8 bote of wine. 

Gonx. A pretty figure,what,beginnes this ſeſſion with 

ceremony ? SR oy | 
** Her. VVith a fall health to our great Miſtris Yenus, 
Let every ſtate of Cupide parliament - ; 
Begin efis{eflion, Et quod bonum fauſinmque ſit precor. 

bo: ELSE Hercules dr iakcs q healt\, 
_ © Gong, Giv't us,wee'l pledge,nor ſhall a n:an that lives 
Incharity refuſe it, I will not be ſo old, 
As not be grrc'3 to honour Cupid, giv't us full, 

EY-.—4 qt VVhen 
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When we were young we could ha trold it off, 
Drunke downe a Dutch-man, 

Her. Tis lamentable pitty your Grace has forgot ic : 
Drunkennefſe, O cis a moſt fluent and (ſwelling vertuc, 
ſure the moſt juſt of all vertues, tis juſtice it ſelfe, for if it 
chance to oppreſle and take too much,it preſently reſtores 
it againe, It makes the King and the Peaſant equall, foe 


if they are both drunke alike, they both are beaſts alike : | 


As for that moſt precious light of heaven, Truth, if time 


be the father of her,l am (are drunkennelile is oftentimes 


the mother of ker, and bringes her forth 3 Drunkennefle 


brings all out, for it brings all the drinke out of the por, | 
all che wit our of the pate, and all the money our of the 


urſe. G-7h 
| Gong. My Lord Grazuffo, this Fawne is an excellent 
fellow. | 

Don. Silence. 

Gon. 1 warrant you for my Lord here. 

Cup. Since nuwltitude of lawes are (ignes either of much 
tyranny in the Prince,or much rebellious diſobedicnee in 
the ſubje&, werather thinke it fit to ſtudy, how to have 


our old lawes thorowly. executed, then ro haye new ſta- 


tutes cumborouſly invented. 
Gon. Afore ove he ſpeakes yery well. 


Her, O fir, love is very cloquent, makes all men good _ 


Orarors, himſelfe then mult ncedes be eloquent. . 

Cup. Let ittherefore be the maine of our aſſembly, to 
ſuryay our old lawes, and puniſh their tranſgreſſions, for 
that continually rhe complaints of Lovers aſcend upto 
our deity,rhat love is abus'd,and baſcly bought and ſold, 
beauty corrupted, affefion feign'd, and pleaſure it (clfe 
ſophilticated; That young Gallants are proud.in appe- 
tite, and weake in performance : That young Ladies are 
phantaſtically inconſtant ; old Ladies impudently unſa- 


tate ; wives complaine of unmarried women, that they 


feale the dues belonging to cheir ſheetes 3 and maides 
; make 


* : 
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make exclaime upon wives, that they injuftly ingrofle all 
inco their owne hands, as not content with their evne 
husbands , bur alſo purloyning that which ſhould bee 
their comfort | Let us therefore bee ſevere 1 our juſtice ; 
And if any;of what degree ſocyer;have approvedly offen- 
ded;let him bc inſtantly unpartially arreited & puniſhed; 
re ade our ſtarucecs. | 

Her. A ſtatute made in the five thouſand foure hun- 
dred rthreeſcore and third yeare of the caſcfull raigne of 
the mizhty potent Don Cupid, Bmaperour of Gghes and 
proreitations, great King of kiſſes, Arch-Duke of dalli- 
ance; and ſole loy'd of Her for the maintaining and rc- 
anon. of his old ſouldiers , mayrticd , or diſmembred 
in love. 

Don. Thoſe that are lightly hurt,ſhame to complaine: 
thoſe that are deeply ſtruck, are paſt recovery. 

Cup. On to the next. 

Her. An At againſt the pluralicy of Miſtreſles. 

Cup. Reade. 

Her. Whereas (ome over amorous and unconſciena- 
ble covetous young Gallants, withoue all grace of Yea, 
or the feare of Cupid in their minds, have at one time in- 
groſſee the care or cures of divcrſe Miſtreſſes, with the 
charge of Ladies, into their owne tenure or occupation, 
whereby their Miſtreſſes muſt of neceſlity be yery ill and 
unſufhciently ſerved, and likewiſe many able portly gal- 
| :ats bye unturnithed of compererit entertainment to the 
nic of their bodies : and whereas likewiſe ſome other 
greedy ſtrangers have taken in the pwlues, our-fer land, 
and the ancient commons of our | erigrs Licge Dor 
Cupid, taking in his very high-waycs,and inclofing them, 
and aanexing them to their owne Lordthips,to the much 


—— and putting of diverſe of Cupids truc hearts 


and loyalt ſubje&ts co bale and abhominable ſhufts : Bee 
ic therefore enated by the ſoreraigne authority and ere- 
Red enlipne of Dyn Cupid, yith the aſſent of ſome of = 

| Lot 'T 
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Lords, moſt of the Ladies, and all the Commons, thact 
what perſon or perſons ſoever, ſhall in the trade of ho- 
nour preſume to weare, at one time, two Ladies fayours, 
or at one time ſhall carneſtly court two women in the 
way of marriage ; or if any, under the degree of a Duke, 
(hall keepe above twenty women of pleaſure, aDakes 


brother fifceene, a Lord ten, a Knight or Pentoner or 
both foure, a gentleman two, ſhall, ip/d fao, be arreſted 


by follies mace, and inſtantly committed to the ſhip of 


fooles,withourt either baile or mayn-prize : Mille fano cen- 
reſume quingente —_— ſono nono Cupidintis ſexaper u- 
nius. Nywphadoro to the barre. 

Nym. Shame a Folly,will Fawne novy turne an Infor- 
mer ? does he laugh at me ? 

Her, Domina Garbetza, did hee not ever proteſt you 
were his moſt only eleRed miſtris ? 


Gar. Hedid. 
Her. Domina Done/{a,did he not ever proteſt you were 


his moſt only eleted Miflris ? 


Don. He did. 
Her. Domins Poueis, did he not ever proteſt thag you 


were his moſt only cleRed Miſtris ?. 
Pow. He did. 


Nym. Mercy. - 
Cup. Our mercy is nothing, unleſle ſome Lady will 


beg thee. 

Ladies. Out upon him diſſembling perhdious lyer. 

Herz. Indeed tisno reaſon Ladies deg lyers. 

Nym. Thus he that loveth many, if once knovene, 
Is juſtly plagu'd to be belov'd of none, Exit. 

Her. An AQ againſt —— Cupids coyall 
coyne, and abuſing his ſubjeQs with falſe money. 

RF ey Fo -— 0 TI. 

n moſt lamentable forme complaineth to your blind 

celftude , your diftrefſed Oratours , the VVomen of 


the world , that in reſpeR that many Tr_ 
vao 
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The Fawne. 


who having exhauſted and waſted their ſubſtance, and in 
ſtranger parts have with empty ſhowes treaſonably pur- 
chaced Ladies affections, without being of ability ro pay 
them for it with currant money, and therefore have de- 
ceiprfully ſaught to ſatisfy them with counterfeit mctrall, 
to the great diſpleaſure, and no ſmall loſſe.of your ham- 
bleſt ſubjets.; May it therefore with your pittifull aflent 
becnacted, that what Lord, knight,or gentleman ſoeyer, 
knowiag himſelte inſufficient, bankerout, exhauſted and 
waſted, fſhall-trayteroully dare to entertaine any Lady, 
as Wife, or Miſtreſle, ip/o fa&o, to bee ſevered from all 
commercement with women, his wife or Miſtris in that 
ſtate offending, to bee forgiven with a pardon.of courle, 
and himſelfe to bee preſſed to (aile in the ſhip of fooles, 
wichout cither baile or main-priſe, 
Herc. Sir 4morons 1s arreſted. 
Don. Amor. Sir Iudgement of the countrie. 
Her, T take my oath -upon thy brothers body tis none 
of thine. | 
Amor, By the heart of diſſemblance, this Fawre has 
wrought wauh us, as ſtrange” Taylors worke in corporate 
cities, where they are not free all inward,iaward,he lurkt 
in the boſom of us, and yet we know not his profeſſion : 
Sir let me have counſell, Oak | 
Fer. Fis ia a great cale, you may haye go counſell, 
Don. 41or. $1r, death a'juſtice, are we in Normandy, 
what 1s'my. Ladies doome then ? 
Cup. Acquited by the right penalty of the ſtatute,hence, 
and in, thy jgnorance bee quietly happy , away with 
him. On. *, 
_  Her.' An Att againſt forgers of love-letters, falſe brag- 
garts of. Ladies fayours, and yaine boaſters of counter- 
tcit rokens. - 
Heigs T is;T, tis I, 1 confeſle guilty, guilty - 
, Her. L wil be moit humane and right cqurteoully Jany 
euaged inruy corretiony and onely ſay, thy vice appar 
| | rant 


r 


[znt here has.made thee an apparant beggar, and naw a 
falſe knave has made thee a'true foole : Folly to the thip 
with him , and twice a day let him bee ducke at the 
maine-yard. | 

Cup. Proceed. 

Her. An A@ againſt {launderers of Cupids liege La- 
dies names; and leivd defamers of their honours, 

Zuc. Tis I,tisI, I weep,and cry out, I have bin a moſt 
contumelious offender, my only cry is miſerere. 

Cup .1f your relenting Lady will have pity on you,the 
fault againſt our Deity be pardoned. | 

Zuc, Madam if ever I have found fayour in.your eyes, 
if eycr you have thought mee a reaſonable handſome fel. 
low, as I am fure beforc I had a beard you might ; O be 
mercifull, l 

Zoya. Well, upon your apparant repentance, that all 
modeſt SpeCtators may witnefle, 1 have for a ſhort time 
only thus faignedly hated you, that you might ever after 
truely love mee, upon theſe cautions I reaccept you: firit 
you ſhall vow. | 

Zuc. 1 do vow, as heaven bleſſe me, I will doe. 

£0» Whar 7 : ' 

Zuc. What ere it be, ſay on I beſcech you. 

Zo, You ſhall yow. | 

Zuc. Yes. 

Zo. Thatyou ſhall neyer, 

Zuc, Never. 

Zoya. Faine loue to my wayting woman or Chamber 
maid. 

Zuc, No. | | 

Zoya. Never promiſe them ſuch a farme to their ma- 
riage. Zuc. No | 

Zoya. If ſheele diſcoycr butwhom I affe&. 

Zuc, Never. | 

Zoya. Or it they know none; that thei'le but take a 
falſc oathy 1 doe onely to berid of me. 


Zus. 1 
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Zac. IT (weare I will not, I will not only not counter 
fcitly loue your women , but I will truely hate them an't 
be poſſible , fo farre frem maintayning them that I will 
begger them , I will never picke their trunks for lereers, 
ſearch their pockets , ruffle thcic boſomes, or teare their 
foule (mocks : never,never. 

Zoys. Thar if I chance to haue a hamour to bee in a 
maske,you ſhall nor grow jealous. 

Zac. Never, | 

Zoys. Or grudge at the expence. 

Zuc. Never, will cate mine owne armes firſt. 

Zoys. T hat you ſhall nor ſearch if my chamber doore 
hinges be oy1'd to avoid creaking. ma | 

Zus. As I am a ſenſible creature 

Zoy. Nor ever ſuſpeR the reaſon why my bed-chamber 
floore is double marred. FR ſc2 I5 

Zuc. Not as I haue blood in me. 

Zoys, You ſhall vow to weare cleane lining , and feed 
vwholſomely. , | Sw), 
Zuc. I and highly, I will take no more T obacca, or. 
come to your ſheets drunke , or get wenches, I will eyer 
feed on tried frogs , wild (nayles, and boild Lamſtoaes, 
I will adore thee more then a mortall, obſecrue and ſcruc 
you as more then a Miſtreflc,doe all-dutics of a husband, 
all offices of a man,all ſervices of thy creature, and ever 
live in thy pleaſuregor dye in thy ſervice. — 

Z1y8. Then here my quarrcll ends,thus ceaſe all rife, 

Zuc. Vncill they looſe,men know noe whats a wifc ; 
Vee flight and 4ully view the lampe of heaven, 

Becauſe we daily (c © c,which but bereaved, 

And held one little 'weeke from darkned eyes, 

With grcedy wonder we thauld all admire, - 

And proud height of command puts out loves fire. 

Her, An A& againſt mummers, falſe ſecmeas, that a- 


buſe Ladics with counterfeit faces , courting onely by 
lizncs , and {ccming wiſe oncly by filence,, & 


Cup. 


The F awne. 


Cup. The penalty. Ny 

Her. To beurged to ſpeakezand then if inward abili- 
ty anſwer noc outward ſcemingzto be commirred inſtant- 
ly to the ſhip of fooles,during great Cupids pleaſure. My 
Lord Granuffo to the barre,ſpeake,ſpeakezis not this law 


juſt ? 


Gra. luſt (ure, for in good truth, or in good ſooth, _ 


when wiſe men ſpeakethey ſtill muſt open their mouth. 
"Her, The brazen head has ſpoken. 
Dos. Thou art arreſted. 
Gre. 'Me ? "RR 
. And judg'd away. 

01 EATS y Exit Granuffo. (hawes, 

Gon. T hus filence,can envie lookes with hums and 
Makes many worſhipped,when if tried were dawes : 
Thats the tnortality or lenvoy of itJenvoy of it,on. 

Aer. An aQt againſt privic conſpiracies, by which,if any 
with ambitious wiſedome , ſhall hope and ſtrive to out- 
trip loue, to crofle his words , and make fruſtrate his 
fneert pleaſures , if ſuch a preſumptuous wiſedome fall 
to nothing, and dye in laughter,the wizard fo tranſpreſ- 
ling iS ip/efaltogad judged to,offend in moſt deepe treaſon, 
to forfeit all his wit art the will of the Lord, and bee in- 
tantly committed te the ſhip of fooles for cver. 
| Gon.I marry fir, O might OEdipus riddle mec out ſuch 
a fellow, of all creatures breathing 1 doc hate thoſe 
things that ſtrugle ro ſceme wile, and yet are indeed very 
fooles : I remember when I was a young man in my fa- 
thers dayes, there were fowre gallant ſpirits for nx tort 
0n,ag proper for body , as witty in diſcourſe as 7 ra 
In Europe z nay Europe had nor ſuch,] WwWas$ ONE © them; 
vee foure did all love one Lady, a moſt chaſt virgin ſhee 
Was,we all enjoycd her,I well cemember,and ſo enjoyed 
ner , that deſpight the ſriReſt guard was ſet upon her, 
wee had her at our pleaſure 1 ſpeake it for her ho- 
novr and” my cregite :* where fhall you find ſuch witty 

. fcllowes 
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The F awne. 


fellowes now a dayes: Alas how eakic it is in thel- 
weaker times to crolle loue tricks , ha ha hi alas, alas, | 

{mie co thinke(1 mult confeſſe with ſome glory to mine 
owne wiledo ne) to thinke how { found our and croflcd, 
and curb'd, and jerkt,and firkte,and in the end made def- 
perate Tuberios hope 3 Alas good filly youth, that dares 
: cope wita age , and (uch a 2 beard : 1 ſpeake 1 without 
elory. 

Her. But what yct might your well knowen wiſedome 

tiinke, 
It ſuch a one as being molt ſevere, 
A molt proteſted oppoſite to the match: 
Ot two young lovers,who having bar'd them ſpecch, 
All interviews,all meſſages,all meancs 
To plot their wiſhed ends,cven he himſelfe 
\Vas bo their cunning made the goe betweene, 

ne onely meſlenger,the coken-carrier, 

Told them the times when they might fitly meet, 
Nay,thew'd the way to one anothers bed. 

Gon. May one haue the ſight of ſuch a fellow for no- 
thing ? 

Doth their breath ſach an egregious Aſe ? 

Is there ( uch a fooliſh animall in rerum vatura ? 

How is it poſſible ſuch a {1mplicity can exiſt ? (et us no! 
looſe our laughing at him for Gods lake, let follies (cep- 
ter light upon himgand to the ſhip of fooles with him in» 
tancly. 

Don. Of all theſe follies I areſt your race. 

Gon. Me? ha, me? mee vailet ? me foole: 2 ha, tot'h 
Tayle with him:whart varlet ? call me Aſſe,me ? 

Her. What graue Vrbins Duke, dares Follies (cepre: 
touch his prudent {hoglders , is he a Coxcombe, no, My 
Lords wiſe, 

For we all know that Vrbins Duke has eyes. 

Gon. God a mercy Fgwne, hold faſt v abit hold thee 
good Fawne,ray ling reprobite. 

Her 
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Her, Indeed I mult confeſſe,your grace didte}, 
And firſt did intimate your daughters loue, 
To otherwiſe moſt cold 7 iheri, ; 

Afﬀeer conyai'd her private fayour to him, 
A curious ſcarfe, wherein het needle wrought 
Her ptivyate favour to him. 

Gon. What I doe this? ha, 

Her. And laſt;by her perſwaſion ſhew'd the youth, 
The very Way and beſt elefed time; 

To come unto her chamber. 
Gon, Thus didT fir? 
Her. This did you.ſir,but I mult canfeſle, 
You meant not to doe this,but were rankely guld, 
Made a plaine natural]. This ſure fir you did, 
Aadin affurance Prince T'iberto, 
Renowned,witted, Dulcimel appeare z | 
The a&s of conſtant honour cannot feare, Exit Hr 


Tiberio azd Dulcimel aboue are diſcovered, 
hand in band. 


Dul, Royally wiſczand wiſely royall father. 
Don. Thats ſententious now art 


tronts. | 
Dul. I humbly thanke your worthy piery;that h 
your onely meanes 1 haue obtayned bo M— 
Ki ; : 
now am not I an Aft, thinke you, ha ? I will have chem - © 
both bound together , and ſent ta the Duke of Ferris © 


fired a husband, | 
Gon. Death a diſcretion, if I ſhould prone 


preſently. | 4+ 
Th. I am ſure good Father wee are both | 

ther as faſt as the Prieft cani make us already., I 

you for it Kind father, I thanke you onely for t. 


Her. And a$ for ſcading therh to the Duke of Ferre» 
4, ſce my good Lord, Ferraraes ore joy'd Princes mects 


them in fulleſt wiſh: 


' 


| The Fawne. 
Gon. By the Lord I am aſham'd of my ſelfe , that's 
che plaine troth , bur Tknow now wherefore this was: 
what a {lumber haue T beene in ? 
Hercules enters in his owne ſhape. 
Her. Nevergricue or wonder, all things ſweetly till 
Gon. There 1sno folly to proteſted will. 
Her. Whar ſtill in wondring, ignorance doth rglt 
In private conference,your deare Jou'd breaſt 
Shall fully cake. But now ve change our face. 


g— m—— 


De 
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A** thus in bald, yet modeſt phraſe we end, 
L He whoſe Thalia with {wiſteſt hand hath pend 
Thi lighter ſubjef,and hath buldly torne, 
Freſh beyes from Daphnes arme,doth onely ſcorne 
Malitious cenſures of ſome envious few, 
Who thinke they looſe if others haue their due. 
But let ſuch 4ddars hifſe ; know all the fling, 
AK the vaine fome of all thoſe ſnakes that ring, 
Minervas glaſſe ſullſbield can zeve; taint, - 
Poy/on or pierce,firme art disdaines t0 faint 3 
But yet of you that with impartial faces, 

With no prepared malice, but with graces, 

Of ſober knowledge, haue ſurvaid the frame, 

_ Of his flight Scene, if you fhall iudge his flame, 
 Diflemperately weake,as fauity much, 

Infile,in plot,in ſpirit , loe if ſuch 

Fee, daines tv. ſelfe accufing phraſe t0 crane, 
Fax pray/e but pardon which hee hopes to baue , 

.  : Sixcehe proteſts beever bath afÞir'd, 
\..; Tobebeleved,rather then admir'd. 
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Prologue. 


Light hafty labowrt in thi eaſe Play, 
g Preſent not what youwonld,but what we me: 
For this _peir e $0 know the onely end S..: 
Of our now ſtudy ic,n0t to offend. 
Yet thinks not, bus likg others rayle we —_ 
(Beſt art preſents not what tan,bnt] 
And of our pen in thi ſeeme over«flight, © 
We ftrine not to snftraF,but to dehight ; 
As for ſome few,we know of purp here ** 
To taxe,and ſcowt : kyow firme art cannot —* 
V aine rage : : onely the higheſt grace we 
Is, yout le not taxe untill 3 pe judge our 
Thinks and then ſpeaks + $15 ra ot anda * 
To ſpeake what 14 11 Err hot jd 
Sit then,with faire expetlance and _ 


N othing but paſſionate niays in his lay; 
who hath thu onely ill , to ſopue- = 4 wg 


A modeſt di lence ,ndſtfemifroſ. 
Fabule Argwmentum, *Y. 


He difference' —_ the loue ef Cari 

' tezan, and ae, the tell ſcope of the 
Ply, which 0 Naby Ty with the deceits of a 
"_ Citic [eſter,fils up the ie Contay, 
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Aowes:l. Scans x; 


PY Bl Enter three Pages with lights. vialligrdb,Freeids, Mal- 
heureux, Tiſctew, ard Caquereur. | 


Freevite,' ©... 
Sg A Y comfort my good hoſt Shats » my 
good Mulligrub. | | 
- © YMadl. Advance thy ſnour,doe nor: : ſalfer 
MN thy (orrowfull being drop.on thy {pas 
BY -nith xg letkett , moſt MAHA 1. 
Wine: ado evaul k 
Free. at, ing Coc _ is run Awa - volt 2 
neſt of goblets, 5 ee og then ?: they will be br 
out well enough, L warrant-you,”! 5 '--{(fenirly, 
Mull. Sare , ſome wiſe man would ind them out pre- 
Fres. Yes lure, if wee could find out ſome wiſc man 
F preſently. 
| Mal. How was the plate loſt ? how did irveniſf dls 
Free. In moſt ſincere proſe thus : that man of: much 
money , __ eu lefſe Za cogging ys 
4 | comes 


tie 


.The Dugcht C onriegan, 


Aight lat into my hofte Mull 


; oe Nook being - ( 
Te 


eabl e Fo inſtrument of 
Mary ary Faugh, arc par 
lar'd next — ſtreet, md il , Trey was their food; bineke 
bird, larke, woodcockey! Ly mine hoaſt here, comes in, 
eryes God blefſe you, and depanes A blind Harper en- 
ters, Gives Judiengc, untcaſeth, playes, the Drawer foi 
female priyfteneſſe ſtke' is nodded out, 'who, knowing 
that whoſoever will hic the marke of profit, muſt, like 
thoſe that ſhoot in  oge-bowes, winke with one eye, 
growes blind a the right fide; and departs. 


Caque. He ſhall anſwer for that winking with one cye 


"—_ 
wv 
1 * 


at the Jaſt day. | n 
Mol, Let him haveday till then, and hee will wink: 
_ both his eyes. { 


tedomoy erceiving none in the roome but the ſl © 
blind' Ret ho \v eyes heaven had ſhut up from be-iſ 


holding er neſſe) unclaſpes 1 caſement to che ſtreet 
very patiently, pockets up three boles unnaturally,thruſts 
his wench forth the window, and bind{c}fe mytt prepe- 
Rcrouſly with his heeles-forward followes, {the uaffeing 
- Harper playes on) bids tbe empty dilbes* and the 44D. 
tous candles much good doe thera : the Drawer returnes, 
but clnles, not +. tbe birds, | bur alſo the neaſt of 
Goblers were lowne away, L aments arc rais'd. ' © ” 
- Ty/ef:- Which did.nat pierce rhe heavens. | 

 "Faee. The Drawers mane,. » 
: "baZHoſt doth cry, the boles are SORE. 
Mak Hic fro ef 5:1 Fee! (legrub. 
Mal. Lond be notjaw-falln, my, wb ſhatking ul: 
ree. Tis your juſt offlition, remembcr the ſinges pl 
the feltar, and repent, repent. : 
x MH Fam not: ran fall n, but I'will hang the cony- IM -- 
Wer rar Gocledemay, and there's an end ont. Exit 
Gag. Is it aright Raae,ic theyvs yell by candle- light? 

F 1ce, 20 


v_ 


 fince my intention of marriage 


The Dutch Courtexz an. 
Free. So doe many things that are- counterfeit, but 1 
aflure you this isa right Diamond, 
Caque. Might I borrow it of you? ic will not alictle 
grace my fingerin viftation of my Miftris, +. 
Free. Why uſe it moſt ſweet Caqueture, uſe it. | 
Caque. Thankes good ar, tis growne high night, 7 4 


tles, reſt ro you. 
Ty/. A torch, ſound wench, ſoft llcepe, and, Fa. 
dreames to you bath, on bay. 
' Free. Let me bid you good ret. 
Mal. Not ſo truſt me, I muſt bring my friend home- 
I dare nor give you upto your owne company I feaxe the 


warm th ot wine wo youth will draw you to (ome cam- 


mon h oule of laſcivious entertaiament. 
Freev. Moft neceflary buildings Matberenx , ever 


doe Pay for- their 


continuance. 

 eMyl. Lav'd ſir, your reaſon ? 
Free. Marry, lelt my houſe frould bee made a ane : 1 

would have married men loye the Stewes, vos 

men loye the law Countries, wiſh warre ſhoy 

tain'd thereleſt it ſhould be brought home to 


be.main- 
owe 


doores : what, ſuffer a man to have a hole to puy his 


head in, though he goe ro the Pillory foris; Youth and 
appetite are aboyc the club of Hercules. 7 
Ml. This luſt is. a moſt deadly finne (ure, 
Free. Nay. tis a moſt lively 2 Eos. 
Mal. We 1 am ſure tis nl gov 4 BHP Ganes.. 
Free. Nay, I am ure it is one of the middle Hannes. . 
Hal. Pity, tis growne a moſt daily vice, , *... 
Tap Bug Well 7 more nightly yice, I a__ you, . 
tts a ſinne, 


ow ' or «ls few men would wiſh to.goe to heavea : 


and nox.to dif ſeniſe with my friend, f 39 0 the 
way of all Refh. [P 


Mal Not to a Courtezan 2. 


Free. A 


\ r o 
% 4... «lc... A wit Ot, Fa, 3 "4 oi L 


The Dutch (ſourtezas. 

Fre. A courteous one. , ® 

Mal. What to a finner ? 

_ Free. Avery Publican. 
Mal. Deare my lov'd friend, let me be full with you, 

Know fir, the rongeſt Argument that ſpeakes 

Apainſt the ſoules erecnity, is luſt, 

That wiſt mans folly, and the fooles wiſcdome : 

But to grqw wild in looſe laſciviouſneſſe, 

Given np t& hear, and (enſuall appetite, 

Nay to expole your health, and ſtrength, and name, 

Your precious time, and with that time the hope 

Of due preferment, adyantagious meanes 

Of any worthy end, to the [ate uſe, 

The common boſome'of a money creature, 

One that ſells humane fleſh, a Mangonilt. 

Free. Alas'good creatures,whar would you have them 
doe? would you have them get their living by the outfe 
of man, the ſweat of their browes? (o they boe every 
man muſt follow his trade, and every woman her occu- 
| pation ;- #poore decayed mechanicall mans wife,her huſ- 

band is layd UP, may not ſhee lawfully bee layd downe, 
"when her husbands onely rifing is by his wifes falling ? 
a Captaines wife wants meanes, her Commander lyes 
41n open field abroad , may not ſhee lycin civill armes at 
home? A waiting gentleywvoman, that had wont to take 
ſay to her Lady, milcarries,or (0 ; rhe Court misfortune 
throwes her Lorie, may not the City courteſy take 
her up , doe, you know n6* Alderman would pitty ſuch 
a womans caſe , why,'is charity groyme a "x z or 
relieving the poore and impotent an offence ? You will 
fay beaſls take no money for rheir fleſhly entertainment, 
ere, becauſe they are beaſts, therforc beaſtly 3 only men 
give to looſe, becauſe they are men, therefore manly ; 
and indeed; wherein ſhould they beſtove their mony bet- 
ter? Inland; the title may bee crackt ; In houſes, they 
may be burnt ; In apparell, tyill weare 3 In wine, = 
© 445592 Gals 


'my knowle: 


The Dutch (fourtexan. 


for pitty, our throat is bur ſhorr : but employ you money 


. upon womens and a thoufand to nothing, ſome one of 


them wil beſtow that on you,which ſhall tick by you as 
long as you live;they are no ingrarcfull perſons,they will 
give you quit for quo: doe ye proteſt, they'l ſweare; doe 
you riſe, they'l fall ; doe you fall, rthey'l riſe ; doe you 
ve them the french crown,they'l give you the french — 
0 juſtus juſta non: They (:1! cheir bodies, doe not bet» 
ter perſons ſell their ſoules ? nay, ſince all things have 
been ſold, honour, juſtice, faith,nay,even God humſelfe, 
Ay me, what bale ignoblenefle is it to (ell the pleaſure 
of a wanton bed ? | 
Why doe men ſcrape, why heape to full heapes joyne, 
Bur for his Miſtrefle, who would care for coyne ? | 
For this I hold to be deny'd of noman, | 
All things are made for man, and man for woman ; ' 
Give mce my fee. pl om 
- Mal. Ofiltyou merite well, my hearts good friend, 
Leave yet at length, at length, for know rhis every 
Tis no\(uch finne to erre, but to perſever.. 
Fre. Beauty is womans vertue, love the life mulſickez 
29d woman the dainties or ſecond courſe of heavens cu- 
rjous workmanſhip ; ſince then beauty, lbve,ani{ woman, 
are good, how can love of womans beauty be and 
-Bonum|;quo commiuaius comelins, wilt then go wit Wie? 
Free. To a hoſe of (alyation. 
- Mal. Salvation 7” © xp 
* "Free. Yes,twill make thee repent: wilt” goe to the fa- 
mily of love © Iwill ſhew: thee -my- creatnre: 'a pretty 


nimble-ey'd Daich Tanakin, anhoneſt ſoft-hearted inp3' 


prop iation, 2 ſoft, plump, round-cheek'd Froe; thar has 
canty enough forhervertae, Yertue enough for a wo- 
man, and woman en 


ou 
:wilt' pa 


e along with me ? 


"Mal, VVhat; to > Brochell, tO behold an impudene 
ve | proſtitution 


gh for any reaſonable manin 
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proſtitation , ficon't I ſhall hate the whole ſexe to ſee 
her : the moſt odious.ſpeacle che earth can preſent, is I ,, 


4n immodeſt yulgar woman. bn 
Free. Good {till : my braine ſhall keep't : you muſt I. 

goe as you Joue me. * * (in. 
Mal. Well : le gae to make herloath the ſhame ſhe's IN ,+ 

'T be Gght of vice augments the hate of finne. 4 


Free. T he ſight ot vice augments the hate of ſinne, 


very kne perdy. Exeunt. il vv 
SCENA GECVNDA. op, C: 

qs | | | . 

Enter Gocledemoy, 4nd Mary Faugh. - 

 Egcle. Mary, Mary Faugh. L 
Aer. Hem. Mo I 
Cocle. Come - my worſhipfull rotten Rough bellied il þ 
Baud , ha my blew rooch'd Patrons of naturall wicked- f , 
nefle,giue me the goblers, | RT 2004 5-0 8 = £ 
Aar. By yea , and by nay , maſter- Coctedewoy I feare ff r 
you'le play rhe knave and reſtore ther. , } 
| 


' Cacle, No by the Loxd Aunt , Reflitution is Catho- 
lique 2nd.thou knowelt we louc, Fr 
Agr, What ? - | | 
Godte, Qracles are ceaſd : Tempus preteritum , do'ſt 
heare my worſhipfull gliſterpipe , chou ungodly fire that 
burnt Diangs Temple, deceit heate Baud | 
Mar. In very good truthnefſe you are the foul 
mourh'd prophane rayling brotber,cal a woman the moſt 
be Jn names 8 ans confelle we all: cate of the for- 
iddes. truite , and for mine owne part, though I am.onc 
of -the family of loue , and as "6. (ay 2 Baud chat co- 
vers the mulczzude of finnes, yer Liralft I am none of the 
wicked char eare fiſh a Fave. 12 Et 
Cocle. Hang toaſts , I-rayle at thee my-worſkigfull ox- 
gan bellowes thar fails the pipes, my. 2-4 racling, fleamy 


| cough 


_—_ oe a a4 ec. 6 ©» a mw fo os oo as m4 
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»1 F cough 2 the lungs & cold with aPox,I rayle at thee,whar 

my righe pretious prone oppories of Barber Surgeons, 
ult F 2nd inhauntres of lorinus and dit drinke : 1 rayle ac thee 
iN. Il neceflary damnation, ile make an oration, I in prayfe pf 


e's the moſt courtly in faſhion p and moſt pleaſur able fun- 


Ris, I. 
ne, Mar. I prethee doe, I loue to haue my (clfe pray[*d, as 
nt. i well as any old Iade, 1. OS 
Cocle. Lift then, a Baud , firſt for her profeſſion or yo- 

cation, itis moſt wotſhipfull of all the cwclue Compa- 

nies,for as that trade is moſt honourable that ſels tl 
commodities ; as the Draper is more worthipfull then che 

Point-maker , the Silke- man more worſhupfull then the 
Draper,and my GEO more honourable then both, 
Little Mary : fo the Baud abouc all , her ſhop has the 
beſt ware , for where theſe (ell but cloath, Cartens, and 
jewels, ſhe ſels divine vertues, as virginitic, modeſty, and 
ſuchrare Iems , and thoſe not like a petty chapman, by 
retayle , bur like a great Merchant by whole ſale, wagha, 
ho, and whe are her cuftomers,not baſe corne cutters, or 
nd ors » but moſt rare wealthy Knights , and moſt 
rare boun tifull Lords are her cuſtomers : Againe, where 

_ [© 2500 trade or vocation prefiteth, but by the lofſe and diſ- 
' I pleaſure of another ; as the Merchant thriues not bur by 
at i the licentiouſnefle of giddy youth, and unſetled , the 

Lawyer, but by the vexation of his Clicat, the Phifitian 

it if but by che maladies ef his patient , onely my ſmooth 
it Bf gumb'd Bawd lives by others pleaſure, and onely ome 
&- I cich by others rifing ; O mercifull gaine , O righteous 
income. So much for her yocation, trade life, as 
for theix death,hovy can it be bad, fince their wicked nefle 


8 alyayes before their eyes, and a deaths head moſt 
commonly on their middle finger. To condude , "tis 
moſt certaine they muſt needs both liue well, anddye 


well , Ence moſt commonly they live in Cleerkgn- wet; 
and dyc in Bridemwel, Dixi Mary. 


FE neex 


The Dutch Courtezan; 
Enter Freevile and Malhereurt, 


Free. Come along, yonder's the preface orcroriiun 
to my wench, the Bawd: Fetch ferch, What Matter 
Cocledemoy, is your knavye-ſhip yet Ricring ? looke to it, 
Mulligrublyes for you. 

Coct. The more foole he, I canly for my (elfe, wor- 
ſhipfull friend, hang teſts, I vaniſh. Ha my fine boy,thou 
art a ſcholler and haſt read Tuffies Offices, my fine knaye 
hang toſfts. 

Free. The Vintner will toaſt you, and hee catch 
u. WT, , 

Cocl. Iwill draw the Vintner to the fl6ope, and when 
he cunnes low, Gil him, ha my fine knave, arr e going to 
thy recreation ? 

Free. ' Yes my capricious raſcall. 

Coct. T hon wilt fooks like a foole then by and by. 

Free. Looke like a fovle; why ? 

Cocte. "Why , according'to the old (aying', A beo- 
Fi. when hee is lowſing of himſelfe lookes like a Phi- 

her 3 a hard-bound Philoſopher ,\ when hee is on 
the vole, fookes like a tyrant ; and a wiſe man, when 
he is in his belly a&, lookes like a foole ;' God give your 
\worlbip good reſt, grace and mercy keepe ,9o5 of oo 
ftraighr, and'your Lotion unſpilr. FM 


(77 


Enter Praniiſcias. 


Free. See lr, this is he: he} vl ab ! vs 
Mal. This? 20 Ranked _ P74 


Free. This. | (4, 

Mal. A Courtezan? Now cola Bla" defend met 
What a proportion aflits me-?' © 1 

Fran. O mine aderliver love; vat Call me 46/5 regui 
dis your mulh afteRion ?' 


Free. Marry 


ces 


The Dutch (outtexan: 
Free. Marry ſalute my fricnd, clip his necke, and kifſe 
him welcome. 
Fran. A mine art fir, you bim very velcome 
Free. Kifſe her man with a more 'familiar affeRion, 


ſo, come what entertainment, goto your Lute. 
Exit Franciſcins. 


And how doſt approve my ſometimes eleRed ? thee's - 


none of your ramping Canniballs that deyoure mans 
feth, nor w of your Curtian Gulfes that will ne- 
vcr bee ſatisfyed , untill the beſt thing a man has be 


throwne into them. Iloy'd her with my heart , un- 


till my ſoule ſhewed mee the imperfeRion of my body, 
and placed my affeftion on a more lawtwll loye, my 
modeſt Zeatrice , which if this ſhort-heeles knew, 
there were no being for mee with eyes before her 
face : But faith , doſt thoa. not ſomewhat excuſe my 
ſometimes incontinency with her enforcive beauties ? 
Speake. 

Mat Ha, ſheis a whore, is ſhe not? _ 


Freev. Whore ? fie , whore ? you may call her a 


Conrtezan , a Cockatrice , or ( as that worthy ſpirit 
of an eternall happinefſe ſayd ), .a Suppoſicarie , bur 
Whore? fie , tis notin faſhion to call things by. their 
right names: Is a great Merchant a Cuckold » you 
muſt ſay, he is one of the Liverv; Is a great Lord 
a foole, you muſt ſay hee is weake ; Is a gallane 
pocky , you muſt ſay hee has the Court skab, come, 
ſheis your Miſtris, or ſo. 


Enter Franciſcina with her Lute. 
Come $Syren, your + 


Fran. Vil you not tay in mine boſome to night love ? 
Free, By no meanes ſweet breaſt, this gentleman has 


rod to ſee me chaſtly layd. 


Fran, He ſhall haye a bed coo,if datit pleafe hirn. 
| Free. Peace, 


Sn_y . - " 
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_ Free. Peace, you tender him offence, 
Aice's ore of a profeſſed abſtinence : 
Syren, your voyce and away. 


She fings to her Lute. 


Fun SON6. 
The darke  niy delight, 
_ Sotis the Nightingales. 
My Muſuch's in the night, 
$0 is the Nightingales. 

My body is but Gttle, 
So is the Nightingales. 

1 love te fleepe gainſ# prickle, 
Sq doth the Nightingale. 


Thankes, buſſe, ſo the aight growes old, good reſt. 
Fran. Reſt to mine dear love,reſt,and no long abſence: 
Free. Belceve me notlo 
Fran. Sall Ick not beleeve you long? Exit Franc: 
Free. O yes, come viahy away, boy, on. 

Exit bis P age lighting him. 
Enter Freuill and ſeemes to overhbeare Malhereux. 
Mal, Is ſhe unchaſt ? cam ſuch a one be damn'd ? 

QO, love and beauty, yce rwo cldeft leedes 

Of the vaſt Chaos, what ſtrong right yee have 

Even in things divine, our very ſoules ! 

Free. Wha, ha, ho, come bird come, ſtand, peace. 

Mal. Are ſtrumpets then ſuch things, ſo delicate ? 

Cancuſtome ſpoyle, what Nature made ſe good, 

Or is their cuſtome bad ? Beautic's for uſe, 

» I never (ayy a ſweet face vitious, 

It mighe be proud, inconſtant, wanton, nice, 

But never cunted with unnatural vice : 


Their wort is, their beſt art is love cowinne, 
© Othat to love ſhould be or ſhaine, or fine | 


Free. By 
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Free, By the Lord hee's caught, Laughter eternall | 
Mal, Soule I mult loue her, deſtiny is weake to my 
«sftcKion, 
A common loue, bluſh not faint breaſt, 
That which is ever loy'd of moſt is beſt ; 
Let colder eld the ſtrong'ſt objeRions moue, 
Nolou's withour ſome luR,no life without ſome loue. 
Free. Nay come on good fir , what thongh the moſt 
odious ſpeftacle the world can preſent bee an immodeſt 
vulgar woman ? 
Yet fir for my ſake | 
Mal. Well fir for your ſake Ile thinke better of them. 
Free. Doe good fir, and pardon mee that have brought 
you tn, | | 
You know the fight of vice augments the hate of ſinne. 
Mal. Hah? will you goe home fir, 'cis hie bed time ? 
Free. Withall my heart fir, onely doe not chide me, 
I muſt confeſke. . 
Mal A wanton lover you haue beene. 
Free. O that ro loue thould be or ſhame,or frane, 
Mal. Say yee?. 
Free, Let colder eld the ftxong't objetions move. | 
Mal. How's this ? 
Free, No loue's without ſome luſt, 
No life without ſome Joue, 


Goe your wayes for an Apoſtata , I belecue my caſt gar- 
ment muft bee ler out in the ſcames for you when all js 


done :* 


© Of all the fooles that would all man ont-thruft, 
« He that 'gainſt Nature would feeme wiſe is worlt. 


Excunt, 


Fins Alu prin. 


Aa  AGT. 
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AcTys IT, SCENA T. 


Enter Freevile, pages with torches, andgentlemen nit) 
mu ficke. 


Free. The morne is yet but young : here gentlemen, 
This is my Beatrice window,this the chamber 
Of my betrothed deareſt, whole chaſt eyes, | 
Full of Iou'd ſweetnefle,and cleere chearefulneſle, 
Haue gag'd my ſoule to her injoyings, E 
Shredding away all theſe weake under-branches 
Of baſe affeftions,and unfruitfull heates, 
Here beſtow your muſicke to my voice. Cantat. 


Enter Beatrice aboue. 
Alwayes a yertuous name to my chaſt loue. 
Bea. Lou'd fir the honor of your wiſh returne to you, 
I cannot with a miltrefle complement , | 
Forced diſcorrſes,or nice art of wit, 
Giae entertaine to your deare wiſhed preſence, 
But ſafely thus,what hearty gratefulneſle, 
Vaſullen filence, unatfeted modeſty, 
And an unignorant ſhamefaſtneſle can expreſle, 
Receiue as your pretefſted due. Faith my heart, 
I am your {crvant, 
Q let not my ſecure fimplicity, 
Breed my miſlike,as one quite void of Skill, 
Tis grace enough in us not to be ill, 
I can (ome good,and faith I meanc no hurt, 
"Doe not then (veer wrong ſober ignorance, 
I judge you all of yertue,and our yowes = 
S yy kill all feares that baſe diſtruſt can moue, 


My ſoule whar ſsy you, ſtill you loue ? | 
 Pree, Still > my row is up aboue mezand hike time 
Irreyocable. I am ſworne all yours, | 
No-beauty thall gntwine our armes,ne face 


Þ 


th 
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In my eyes dn or ſhall ſeeme faire, 
And would to God onely to me you might 
Seeme onely faire;let others diſeſteeme 
Your matchlefle graces, ſo might I ſafer ſeerne, 
Envie I covet got, farresfarre be all oftent, 
Vaine boats of beauties : ſoft joyes and the reſt, 
« Hee that is wiſe,pants, on a puyate breaſt, 
So could I liucin deſert moſt unknowen, 
Your ſelte ro me enough were populous, 
Your eyes ſhall be my joyes,my wine that ſtill 
Shall drowne my often cares,your onely yoice 
Shall caſt a ſlumber on my liſtning ſenſe, 
You with ſofc lip ſhall _ ope mine Cyes, 
And lucke their lids a ſunder,only you 
Shall make me wiih to liue,and not feare death; 
So on your cheeks I might yeeld lateſt breath, 
O he chat thus may liue,and thus ſhalldye, 
May well be envied of a deity. 
Beat. Deare my lou'd heart be not (o paſſionate, 
Nothing extreame liues long. | 
Free. << But not to beeextreame , 
Nothing in loue's extreame, my loue receives no meane; 
Beat. I giue you faith, and prethee ſince poore ſoule 
I am (o hot to-beleeue thee, make it much more pitry to 
decewe me? weare-this ſlight favour in my remembrance, 
| T hroweth downe 6 ring to him: 
Free. Which when I part from, A 
Hope the beſt of lifezever part from me; | 
Beat. | take you and your word , which may eyet lite 
your ſervant,ſee day is quite broke up, the beſt.of horres: 
Free, Good morrow gracefull muſtrefſe 3 our nupriall 
day helds: | | 
Beat. Wich happy conſtancie a wiſhed day, .;"Extf. 
Enter Malheureu. Tahoe 32s 
- Free, My (elfe and all concent reſt with you -_. _-- 
Mal. The ftudious morne with paler cheek drawes-6ml:, 
. Aaz The 
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The dayes bold light , harke how the free-borne birds 
Caroll their unaffeRed paſlions, (The Nitingels ſing. 
Now ling they ſonnets,thus they cry,we loue, 

O breath of heaven ! thus they harmeleſle ſoules 
Giue entertaine to mutuall afftets. 

They haue ne Bayds , mercenary beds, 

No politicke reſtraints, no artificiall heats, 

Noo faint difſemblings,no cultome makes them bluſh, 
No ſhame afflits their name, O you happy beaſts 

In whom an inborne heate is not held ſinne, 

How farce tranſcend you wretched, wretched man 
Whom nationall cuſtome, tyrannous reſpeRts 
Offlaviſh order,fetters, lames his power, 

Calling that finne in us,which in all things elſe 

Is natures higheſt vertue. 

(O miſeri quoruns gaudia Orimen habent.) 

Sure nature againit vercue crofle doth fall, 

Or vertues ſelfe is oft unnatural, 
T hat I ſhould loue a;ſtrumper,I a man of Snow, 
Now ſhame forſake me whether am I fallen ! 

A creature of a pablique uſe,my friends loue too, 
- Tolwe tobe a talke ro men, a ſhame 

To my profeſſed vertue. © accurſe&reaſon, 

« How many eyes haſt thou to ſee thy ſhame, 

« And yet how blind once to preyent defame ! 

Free. Diabolivirtns in Lumbis eff, morrow my friend : 
come, I could make a tedious Scene of this now bur, 
what, pah , thou art in loue with a Courtezan, why fir, 
ſhould wee loath all ftrumpers , ſome men ſhquld hate 
their owge mothers or ſifters , a ſinne againſt kind I can 
tcll you. 

Mal. May itbeſeeme a wiſeman to be in loye ? 

Free. Let wiſe men alone, 'twill beſeemie thee and me 
yell enough. 

- Mal. Shall I not offend the yow band of ow: friend- 
ip? | P 


ww, RE OBE EO inner '— ® 
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Free. What to affe@ that which thy friend affeRed ? 
by heaven I refigne her freely , the creature and 1 muſt 
grow off,by this time the has aſſurely heard of my reſol. 


ved marriage,and no queſtion {weares, Gods Sacrament, 


ea touſand devils Ile refigne Tfaith.. 

Mal. I would but embracc her,heate herReake,and at 
the moſt but kifſe her. | 

Free. O friend hee that could line with the ſmoake of 
rolt meate might line at a cheape rare. 

Mal. I ſhall nere prouc heartily received, 
A kind of flat ungratious modefty, - 
An inſufficient dulnefſe Raines my haviour, 

Free. No matter fir, Inſufhciencie and ſottiſhnefle are 
much commendable in a moſt diſcommeadable afion, 


now could I {(wallow thee,thou hadſt wont to beſo harſh 


and cold, ile tell thee. Hell and the prodigies of angry 
Joze are not ſo fearefull ro a thinking mind, as.a man 
without affe&ion,why friend, Philoſophy and nature are 
all one,loue is thecenterin which all lines cloſe the-com+ 
mon bond of being. 


Mal. O bur a chaſt reſerved priyateneſſe, a modeft con- _ 


timence. 
Free. le tell thee what, take this as farmeſt ſenle, 
« Inconrtinence'will fofce a Continence, 
<« Heate waſteth heats, light defaceth light, 
& Nothing is{poyled bac by his proper might, 
This is ſomething coo waighty for thy floore. - 
Mal. But how fo ere you thage it,the worlds eye 
Shines hor and open on't,. | 
Lying,malicegenvic,are held but flidings, 
| Errors of rage,whicn cuftome andthe world 
Cals luſt acrime ſpotred with blackeſt terrors. 
Free, Where'ertors are held crimes,crimes are but errors-: 
Along fir to her, ſhe 1s an atrand: ſtrumper, and a firume 
per is a Sarpego » Venomde Gonory toman, (Offers 
to go-out and ſuddenly drawes backe.) 
Aa 3 T hings 
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T hings aRtually poſſeſt ; yer ſince thou art in fove ; and 
againe, as good make uſe of a Statue, a body without a 
ſoule, acarkaſle three moneths dead ; yer lance thou arr 
in love. 
Mal. Death man, my deſtiny, I cannot chyle. 
Free. Nay hope ſo, againe, they fel] bur onely fleſb, 
No jot affetion, ſo that even in the enjoying, 
 Abſentem marmoreaq; putes,yet lince you needs muſt love. 
Mi.Vnavoydable,though folly,worſe then madneſle, 
Free. Its truc, | 
But fince you netds muſt love, you muſt know this, 
He that muſt love, a foole and he mult kiffe. 
Enter Cacledemoy. 


Maſter Cocledemoy,ut vales domine ? | 

Cocl. Ago tibi grattas my worthipfull friend, how does 
your friend? | 

Free. Out you raſcal]. 

Cocl. Hang toſts, you are an Aſfe, much a your wor- 
ſhips braine lyes in your Calves — bread a God boy, [ 
was at ſupper laſt night with a new weand bulchin,bread 
a Goed,drunke, hormibly drunke, there was a wench, one 
Franke Frailty, a punke, an honeſt pole-cat, of a cleane 
In-{tep, ſound leg, ſmooth thigh, and the nimble devill 
in her buttecke, ah fieſt a grace, when ſaw you Ti/eſew, 
or Maſter Caqueture, that pratling gallant of a goed 
draught, common cuſtomes, fortunate impudence, and 
{ound fart ? 

Free. Away rogue. 
Coct. Hang toafts, my fine boy, my companions are 


worſhiptull. 
Mal. Yes, I heare you are taken up with ſchollers 'and 
Church-men. Enter Holifernes the Barbar. 


Cocl. Quanquam te Marge fili my fine boy, does your 
worthip want a Barbar-Surgien ? 
Free. Farewell knaye, beware the Mulligrubs. 
| Exeunt Freevill @ MaJheureus, 
Cgclt, Let, 


Je 
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Cacl. Let the Mulliprubs beware the knave, what a 
barber Cn my delicate boy ? 

Holif. Yes fir, an apprentice to Surgery. 

Cocl. Tis my tine boy,to what bawdy houſe does your 
Maſter belong ? vvhat's thy name ? 

Hol. Holifernes Rain-ſcure. 

Cocl. Rainſcure ? good M. Holifernes 1 deſire your furs 
ther acquaintance,nayzpriy ye be coverd my fine boy,kill 
chy itch, and heale thy skabs,is thy Maſter rotten ? 

Hol. My father forfooth is dead. 

Cocl. And layd in his grave, 

Alas what comtort thall Peggy then have ? 

Hol. None but me fir,tha's my mothers ſonne I aſſure 

ou, 

Coc Mothers ſon,a good vvitty boy,would live ro read 
an Homily well,and to whom are you going now ? 

Hut. Marry forſooth to trum M. Mufigrub the Vintner. 

Cocl. Doe you know Maſter Mu/tigrub ? 

Hol. My Godfather forſooth. 

Cocl. Good boy hold up thy chops, I pray thee do one 
thing for me, my name is Gudgeon. . 

Hol. Good Maſter Gud geon. 

Cocl.: Lend me thy Baſon,razor,and apron 

Hol. O) Lord fir. | 

Cocl. Well ſpoken, good Engliſh, but what's thy fur- 
niture yvorth ? 

Hol. O Lord far I know not. . 

Coct. Well ſpoken, a boy of a good vvit , hold this 
payne, vvhere fol dwell ? | 

' Hol. At the ſigne of the three Razors fir. 

Coc. A ligne oe. good ſhaying my cataſtrophonicall fing 
boy, I have an od jeſt to trim M.Mulligrub for a wager,a 
jeſt boy,a humeur, Ile returne thy things preſently, hold. 

Hol, What meane you M.Gudgeon ? > ak 

Cocl. Nothing faith but a jelt boy, drinke that, Ilere- 
coilepreſenily. 


Aa 4 Hol. You'l 
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Hol. You'l not ſtay long ? 
Cocl. As am an honeit man the three razers ? 
Hol. 1 fir. Exit Holifernes 
Cacl. Good, and if I ſhave not Maſter Mufigiub, my 
wit has no cdge, and I goe cacke in my pewter, let me 
fee, a Barbar, my ſcurvy tongue will diſcover me, 1 muſt 
difſemble, muſt diſguiſe, for my beard my falſe haire, for 
my tangue Spaniſh, Dutch or Welch,no, a northerne Bar- 
bar, very good, widdow Rain-ſcures man, well, newly 
entertain'd, right, (o, _ toſts, all cardes have me 
backes, and all knayes would ſeeme to have white brefts, 
ſo, proceed now worſhipfull Cocledemoy. 
Exit CO Gmoy in his Barbars furniture. 


Enter Mary Fough, and Franciſcina with hey bayre 
leoſe, chafing. 


Mary. Nay,good ſweet daughter doe not ſwagger (o, 
you heare NN is to be marryed, tive, he does caſt 
you off, right,he will leaye you to the world,what then ? 
though blew and white, blacke and grecne leave you, 
may not red and yellow entertaine you, is there but ene 
colour in the raine-bow ? | 

Fran. Granderizcome on your ſentences, Gods (acra- 
ment,ten trowſand devills rake you, you ha brought mine 
loye, mine honour, mine body all co noting. 

Mary. To nothing ? Ie bee (worne 1 haye bronght 
ghem to all the things I could, I ha made as much a your 
Maydenhead, and you had been mine ovne daughter 
I conld net ha ſold your Maydenhead ofrener then I ha 
done, I ha ſworne for you, God forgive me, I ha made 

ou acquainted with the Spaniard Don Skirtef, with the 

talian Maſter Beieroane, with the Iriſh Lard S, Parriche, 
with the Dutch Merchant Haunce Hergin Glukin Shellans 
Fleppdragon, and ſpecially with the greateſt French, and 
now laſtly with this Englih, (yet in my conſcience) an 
honeſt gentleman; and am I now growne one of = 
| accurſe 
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accurſed with you for my labour ? Is this 'my reward ? 

am I call'd Bawd ? Well Mary Fough, goe thy wayes 
er, i Mary Foueb , thy kind heart will bring thee ro the 
my Hoſpitall. 
me Fra. Nay good Nanne , you'l helpe mee to an oder 
uſt MW love, vil you not ? | 
for Mary. Out thou noughty belly, wouldft thou make 
ar- MW me thy Bawd ? thou'dſt beſt make mee thy Bawd, I ha 
vly MW kept counſel] for thee, who payd the Apothecary, was'r 
ite © not honeſt Mary Fough 2 whoredeem'd thy perticote 
is, | and mantle,vvas't not honeſt Mary Fough ? vvho helped 

thee ro thy cultome,not of ſwaggering Ireland Caprains, 
re, © nor of 2 s. Innes-2-court men, but with honeſt art-caps, 
vycalth flat-caps, that pay for their pleaſure the beſt of 
any men in Europe ; nay, vvhich is more, in Londoen,and 
doſt thou dehe me vile creature ? 

Fras. Foutrs upon you Vitch,Bavvd, Pole-car,Paugh, 
did not you praiſe Freevile to mine love ? 

Mary, 1 did praile him I confefle, I did praiſe him, I 
{11d hee vyas a foole, an unthrift, 2 erue vyhorexmaſter, 
I confeſfe, a conſtant Drab-keeper, [ confefle, but vrhat, 
the vvind is turn'd. 

Fran. It is, it is vile vomangreprobate voman,naughty 
yoman, vat (all become of mine poore fleſh nov 7 mine 
body mutt turne Turke for 2d. O Divela,life a mine art, 
Ick (all bee reveng d, doe ten thouſand hell damne mee, 
Icke (all have the _ trote cut, and his love, and his 
friend, and all his affinity (all ſmart, fall dye, fall hang» 
now legion of devill (cize him,de gran peſt, $, cathontes 
fire, and de hot Neapolitan pocke rot him. 

Enter Frecuile and Malhereux, 

Free. -Franctfcina. | 

Fras. O mine ſcet, deer'it, kindeſt, mine loving, O 
mine toulandzten rouſand,delicared,pretty ſcet-art, 

&\, Cantat Gallice. 
amine a deere leeveſt affeftion, 


Free. Why 
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Free. Why Moakey,no faſhion in you ? giue entertaine 
to my friend. . 
_ Franc. Icke ſal make demoſt of you,dat curteſie may : 
Aunt Mary , Metire Faugh, ftooles , ſtooles for des gal- 
lants : mine Metere ing non oder ſong, frolique, frolique 
Sir , but {till complaine me doe her wrong , lighten your 
heart Sir,for me did but kifle her, for me did but kiſſe her, 
and (0 letgoe : (pany. 
| Your friend is very heavie, ick (all nere like ſuch (ad con;- 
Free. No thou delighteſt oncly in light Company. 
Fran. By mine trorhe beene very ſad, vat ayle you ſir ? 
. Mal. A toothake Lady,a paultry rheume. 

Fran. De diet is very goot for de rheume. 

Free. How farre off dwels the houſe-ſurgeon Mary 
Faugh ? 

Mar. You are a prophane fellow Ifaith,]I lictle thought 
to-heare ſuch ungodly tearmes come from you lips. 

Fran. Prec de now;tis but a toyza very trifle. 

Free. I care not for the yalew, Frankebut Ifaith. 

Fren. I fait,me muſt needs haue it (dis is Beatrice ring, 
Oh could I get it, ) (cer pree de now;as ever you haue em- 
braced mee with a hearty arme , a warme thought, or a 
plealing touch, as ever you will profeſſe to loue me, as 
ever you doe wilh me life, giue me dis ringgdis little ring. 

Free, Pree thee bee not uacivilly imporcunate , ſha nor 
h1't, faith I care not for thee , nor thy jealoufic, ſha not 
ha'c ifaith, 7 | * 

Fran, You doe not louc me, heare of Sir Hubert Sub- 
$4zes daughter miſtrefle Beatrice, Gods Sacrament, ick 
could (cracch out her eyes,and (ucke the holes. 

Free. Goe y/are grewen a-puncke rampant. 

Fran. Soget thee gone,nere more behold mine eyes by 
thee made wretched. 

Free. Mary Fargh farewell, farewell Prancke. -. 
Fran, Sall I nothadering? Free. No by the Lord. 
Fran. By te Lord? _... 
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Free. By the Lord. | 

Fran. Goe to your new Blouze,your unprow'd fluctery, 
vour modeſt Mettre forſooth. ' 
Free. Marry will I forſooth, 
Fran. Will you marry foxſooth ? | 
Free. Doe not turne witch before thy time : 
ith all my heart Sir,you will ſtay. | 
Mal. 1 am no whut my felfe, Pideo meliors proboque, 
ut raging luſt my fate all ſtrong doth move: 
'The Gods themſclues cannot be wiſe and loue. 

Free. Your wiſhes to you. Exit Freevll. 

Mal. Beautie entirely choyce. 

Fran. Pray yee proue a man of faſhion , and neglect 
he neglected. 

Mal. Can ſuch a raritie be negle&ed , can there bee 
nealure or ſinne in loving ſuch a creature. 

Fran. (2 mine poore forſaken heart. 

Mal. I cannot containe,he ſaw thee not that left thee, 
{ there be wiſedomegreaſonghonour,grace, SOPEA 
Vr any fooliſhly eſteemed vertue, 
ngiving o're poſſeſſion of ſuch beauty, 
et me bc yitious,(0 I may be lou'd, 
aſion I am thy flaue ſweet it ſhall be my grace, 
hat I account thy loue,my onely yertue : 
hall I (weare I am thy moſt vowed ſervant ? 

Fran, Mine vowed,goe,goe,goe,] can no more of loue, 

0,N0,n0, you beene all uncenſtant, O unfaithfull men, 

yrants , betrayers, de very enjoying us, looſeth us, and 
hen you onely ha made us harefull, you'only hate us : 

) mine forſaken hearr. | > | 

Mal. 1 muſt nor raue , Silence and modeſty. two cuſto- 

nary vertues : will you be my miſtreflc ? 

Fraw, Metties ? hazhayha. 

Mal. Will you lye with me ? | 

Fran. Lie with you , Qno, you men will out-lic any 

omangtait me no more can loue, MS 

Ml. 


The Dutch ('ourtezan. 


Mal. No matter,lert me enjoy your bed. 

Franc. O vile man, vat doe you tinck on meg,doe you 
take me to be a beaſt , acreature that for ſenſe onely will 
entertaine loue, and not onely for loue,lone ? O brutith 
abhominations! 

Mal. Why then I pray thee loue , and with thy loue 
enjoy me, | 

Franc. Giue mt reaſon to affe& you , will you ſweare 
yon love me? _ 

Mal. So (eriouſly,that I proteſt no office ſo dangerous, 
no deed (o unreaſonable , no coſt ſo heavie,but I vow to 
the utmoſt remation of my beſt being to effcR it. 

Franc. Sall I, or canItruſt againe ? O foole, 

How naturall tis for us to be abuſ'd ! 
Sall ick be ſure that no ſatiery, 
No inoying,not time ſhall languiſh your affeftion ? 

Mal. If there be ought ia braine,heart or hand, 

Can make you doubtlefle, T am your vowed {cryant. 

Frans. Will you doe one ting for me ? 

Mal. Can I doe it ? | 

Franc. Yes,yes, but ick doe not loue dis ſame Freevi/} 

Mal. Well. - 

Franc. Nay I doe hate him, 

Mal, SO.. 

Franc. By this kiſſe T hate him. - 

Mal. Iloue to feele ſuch oaths,ſwezre againe. 

Fravzc. Nogno, did you cyer heare of any that lou'd at 
the firſt aght ? 

Mal. A thing moſt proper. * 

Franc. Now fait , I judge it all incredible, untill this 
houre I ſaw you pretty faire eyed yout,vwould you enjoy I * 
me ? 


Mal. Rather then my breath,even as my. being. " 
Franc. Vel,had ick not made a yow. | = F 
Mal. What vow ? s 


Frazc, Oletme forget itzit makes us E328” y | 


at 


Vould I were any thing,(o he were not. 
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Mal. Deare ſoule what vow ? 

Franc. Hah, good morrow gentle Sir , endeayour ro 
get mee , as I muſt bee enforced to forget all men. | 
weee mind reſt in you. 

Mal. Staylet not my deſire burſt me,O my impatiene 
ate endures no reſiſtance , no protraution, there is no 

ing for me bur your ſuddaine injoying. 

Franc. I doe not loue Freevi/. 

Mal. But what yow,waat vow ? 

Franc. So long as Freevil lives, I mult not Lowe. 

Mal. Then hee. | 

Franc. Muſt. 

Mal. Die. 

Fran, 1, no there is no ſach yehemence in your afteRs, 


- = ww 


Mal. Will you be mine when heis not ? | 
Fran. Will 1? dearegdeare breaſt,by this moſt zealous 
ſſe,but 1 will not perſwade you ; but if you hate him 
al loath moſt deadly , yer as you pleaſe, ile perſwade 
ting, 
Mal, Will you be onely mine ? | 
Fran. VillI? how hard tis for frue loue to diflemble, 
am onely yours, | 
Mat. Tis as irrevocable as breath,he dies. Your loue. 
Fran. My vow,not untill he bedead, 
hich that I may be ſure not to infringe, 
iS token of his death, (all ſatisfhe, 
e has a ring,as deare aSthe ayre to him, 
Is neyy loves gift : rat got and brought ro me, 
ſhall aflured your protefled reft. 
Mal. To kill a man ? 
Fran. O done fafely,a quarrell ſuddaine pickt, 
ith an advantage ftrike,then bribega little coyne, 
''s ſafe,deare ſoule,bur Ile nor ſer you on. 
Mal. Nay he is gone,the ring, well, come, little more 
rall of thy loue. 
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Fran. Not yet, my yovy. 
Mal. O heaven ! there is no hell, 
But loves prolongings ; deere, farewell. (revens 
Fran.Farevvell: Mow does my heart ſwe! high;for 
Has birth and formegfirſt,friend (al kill his friend, 
Him dat ſurvives Ile hang, beſides de chaſt 
Beatrice Ile vexe, only the ring, 
Dat got, de world (all know the worſt ot evills, 
© Woman corrupted is the yyorſt of devils. 
| | Extt Franciſcir 
Mal. To kill my friend, O tis to kill my (clte ; 
Yer man is but mans excrement, man,breeding man, 


As he does vvormes : ; he puts 

Or this, to ſpoyle this norhing. W 
The body of a man is of the ſelfe ſame ſoule, pe 
As Oxeor hotſe, no murther to kill theſe, gr 
As for that onely part vyhich wakes vs man, V1 
Murther vy ants power to touch't: O wit, hovy vile, 

Hoyvy hellith arc chou, vvhen thou raiſeſt nature 4 
Gainſt ſacred faith ! thinke more, to kill a triend ant 
Togaine ayvoman, toloſe a vertuous ſelfe 

For appetite and ſenſuall end, vyhole very having We 
Loſeth all appetite, and pives (atiety, ( 
T hat corporall end, remorſe, and invyard bluſhings Weoo 
Forcing us [oath the ſteame of our ovvne heats, A 


Whil'it friendthip clos'd in vertue, being ſpiricuall, C 


Taſts no ſuch lJanguſhings; ard moments pleaſure, Par, 


With much repentance, but like rivers flow, G, 
And further that they runne, they bigger grovy. C 
Lord how vvas 1 miſgone, how ealy tis to erre, M 


When paſſion vvill not give us leave to thinke : 

 « Alecarn'd that is an honeſt man may fteare, 

© And luſt,and rage, and malice, and any things 

« When he is raken uncolle&ed ſuddenly : 

<« Tis finne of cold blood, miſchiefe vvith vyak'd eyes, 
« That is'the damaed and the trueſt yice, | N 
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« Not he that's paſſionlefſe, but he bove paſſion's wiſe. 
My friend ſhall know it all. Exir, 


Enter Ma#er Mulligrub, and Mifris Mulligrub, ſhe with 
a bag of money. | 


Miſt. Mull. Tt is right I aflure you, juſt fifreene pounds. 

Mull. Well Cocledcrzoy, tis thou putteſt mee to this 
charge, but and I catch thee, Ile charge thee wlth as ma- 
ny Irons 3 well, is the Barbarcome, Ile berrimd, and 
then to Chesp-lide, to buy a faire piece of plate to fur- 
niſh the loſle, is the Barbar come ? 

Miſt. Muft. Truth husband,ſurely heaven is notpleas'd 
with our vocation ; wee doe winke at the finnes of our 
people, our wines are Proteſtants, and [ ſpeake it to my 
oriefe, and cothe burden of my conſcience, wee fry fill 
with (alt butter. 


Exit, 


Mull. Goe looke to your buſinefle, mend the matter, 


and skore falſe with a vengeance. 
| Enter Cocledemoy lite 4 Barbar. 

Welcome friend, whoſe man? 

Cocl. Widdow Raize/cures man an't ſhall pleaſe your 
200d worſhip, my name's Andrew Sharke. 

Mutt. How does my god-ſonne good Andrew ? 

Cocl. Very well, hee's gene totrim M, Ouicquid our 
Parſon, hold up your kead. 


Mull, How long have you been a Barbar 4ndrew ? - 


Coct. Not long ir, this two yeare. 

Mull, What, and a good workeman already ? Idare 

arce truſt my head to thee. 

Cocl, O feare not, wee ha pol'd better men then you, 
pe learne the trade very quickly, will your good worthip 
e ſhaven or cut ? | T 

Mull. As you will, what trade didſt live by before thoa 

neſt Barbarc Andrew f _ 4 


Cock, I 
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Col, I was a Pedler in Germany, but my countrey- 
men thrive better by this trade. | 

Mull, What's the newcs Barbar ? thou art ſometimes 
at Court. | 

Cod. Sometimes pole a Page, or (o fir. 

Mull. And what's the newes, how doe all my good 
Lords and all my good Ladies, and all the reft of my 
acquaintance ? 

Cacl. What an arrogant knave's this, le acquaintance 

ce, be ſpyeth the hag. 
Lis caſh) ſay ye ſir? & I 

Mull. And what newes, what newes, good Andrew? 

Cocl. Marry fir, you know the Conduit at Greene- 
wich, and the under holes that ſpot up water. 

Mult. Very well, I was waſh'd there one day, and 6 
was my Wife, you might have wrung her ſmocke ifaith, 
but what a thoſe holes ? 

Cocl. T hus ſir, out of thoſe little holes, in the midft 
of the night, craw]'d out foure and twenty huge, horti- 
ble, monitrous, fearefull, devouring 

Muſt. Bleſſe us ! 

Cocl. Serpents, which no ſooner were beheld, but they 
turn'd to Maſtives which howl'd,thoſle maſtves inſtant 

1y rurnd to Cockes which crow'd , thoſe Cockes in 
moment were chang'd to Bares which roared, which 
Bares are at this houre to bee yet ſcene in Paris Gar 
den, living upon nothing. but roſted cheeſe and green 
Onions. 

AMufk. By the Lord and this may be ; my wife and 
Will goe ſec them, this portends ſomething. 

Cocl. Yes worſhipfull Fieſt, thou'ſt fecle what it por 
:xends by and by, 7 

Mull. And what more nevyes ? you ſhave the yvorld 
eſpecially you Barbar-Surgions, you knovy the ground 0 
many things, you are cunning privy (ſcarchers,by the m 
you skowre all : what more newes ? 

Cod, Th 
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Cacle. T hey fay Sir that 2 5 .couple of Spaniſh Tentiers 
are to bee ſcenic hand in hand dancerthe old meaſures, 
whilclt fixe goodly Flaunders Mares play to them on a 
noyle of flutes | 

Mal. O monſtrous ! thisis alye a my word,nay, and 
thus be not x1ye, I am no foole I warrant , nay make an 
Aﬀe of me once— 

Cocle, Shit your cycs cloſe , winke ſure firthis ball 
will make you ſmart. 

Mal. I doe winke. 

Cacle. Your head will take cold. | 
(Cocledemay puts 08 4 Coxecombe on Mulligrubs head.) 
I will put on your good worſhips nighr-cap , whileſt L 
ſhaue you;ſo,mum: hang toaſts : taugh : viah : ſparrowes 
mukt pecke and: Cocledemoy munch. 

Aal. Hagha, ha, 25. couple of Spaniſh Tennets to 
daunce the old meaſures. 4ndrew makes my worſhip 
Laugh, ifaith doſt take me for an Ade d42drew? doſt knove 
one Cocledemoy in towne?he made me an Aﬀe laſt night, 
but ile afſe him, art thou free Andrew? ſhane me well, f 
ſhall be oge of the common Councell ſhortly, and then 
Andrew, why Andrew , Andrew, doclt leaue me in the 
$uds ? Cantat. 
Why 4ndrewlT fhall be blind with winking, Ha Andrew ; 
wifc, Fudrew, what means this? wife;my money wife, 


Enter Miſtreſſe Mulligrub. 
Miftrefſe Mullig. what's the noyle with you ? what 
ayle you? - 
M. Mul. Where's the Barbar? , 
"Mrs, Mul. Gone , Iſaw him depart long ſince, why 
are you not tramd ? ; * | 
AM. Alu. Trimd , O wife I amthaw'd ; did you take 
lience the money ? 
Mfrs. Myl. 1 coucht it not as I am religious. 
M. Mul. © Low I fave winks faire: | 
Bb Ents 
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Enter Holofernes. 

Holof.I pray God-father giue me your blefling.(drew? 

M. Mul. O Frolofernes, O where's thy mothers 47- 

Holof. Bleſſing God-father. 

M. Mul, The devill choake thee , where's Andrew 
thy morhers man ? LE 

Holof. My mother hath none ſuch forſooth, 

Mul. My money , 15.1. plague of all &ndrewes , who 
waſt trimd me? 

Holof. 1 know not God-father, only one met me; as I 
was comming to you,and borrowed my furniture, as hee 
ſaid for a jeſt (ake. | 

M. Mul. What kind of fellow ? 

Holof. A thicke elderly ſtub-bearded fellow. 

M.- Mul. Couledemoy , Cocledemoy , raiſe all the wiſe 
men in the ſtreete,Ile hang him with mine owne hands : 
O wife, ſome Ro/a-Solu. 

Mrs. Mul. Good husband take comfort in the Lord, 
He play the deyill, butile recoyer it , haue a good conſci- 
* ence,'cis but a weeks cutting in the Tearme, 

M. Mul.” O wife, O wife ! O 1acke how do's thy mo» 
ther ? is there any tFidlers in the houſe ? 

Mrs. Mul. Y:$, M. Creakes noyle. 

Mr. Mut: Bid'em play,laugh, make merry, caſt up my 
accounts , for ile goe hang my ſelfe preſently,I will not 
curſe,but a poxe on Cocledemoy, hee has pel'd and ſhau'd 
me,he has trimd'me. | Exeunt. 


AcTys III. ScErna, I. 


Enter Beatrice, Criſpinella, and Nurſe Putifer, 


Puti. N good child A loue, once more, M, 
Freevils Sonnet, a the kifleyou gaue him. 
Beatr.Sha't good Nuſe.Pureſt lips ſoft banks of blifles, 
| Selfe alone,deſerving kiſſes : 
Q give me leauc to,&c. 
Criſh. 
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Criſp. Pith ſiſter Beatrice, prethee reade no more, my 
ſtomacke alare ſtands againſt kiſling extreamely. 

Beat. Why good Criſpinella ? 

Crifp, By the faith , and truſt T beare to my face, tis 
growen one of the moſt unſayory Ceremonies : Boddy 
2 beauty , tis one of the moſt unpleaſing injurious cu- 
itomes to Ladies : any fellow that has but cne noſe on 
his face, arid ſtanding coller, and skirts alſo linde with 
1 atfety ſatcenet, muſt ſaluce us on the lips as familiarly : 
Soft skins ſaue = there was a ftubbearded 7ohn, a ftile 

with a ploydens face ſaluted me laſt day , and ſtroke his 
briſtles through my lips , I have ſpent 10. ſhillings in po- 
matunz fince to Skinne them againe, Marry it a noble 
man or a knight wich one locke viſigus , though his un- 
cleane 'gooſc-turd-greene teerh have rhe palkie , his 
noltrels (mell worſe then a purrified maribone , and his 
looſe beard drops into our boſome, yet we maſt kiſſe him 
with a curfie, a curſe,for my part I had as liue they would 
breake wind in my lips. 

Feat. Fic Crifpine/la you ſpeake too broad. 

Cit. No or lifter , lets nere bee aſlamed to thinke 
what wce beenort aſhamed to ſpeake ; I'dare as boldly 
{peake vcneryzas thinke venery. 

Beat. Faith ſiſter ile be gone if you (peake ſo broad. 

Criſp, Will you ſo ? now baithfulncfle feaze you, wee 
pronounce boldly Robbery, Murder, treaſon,whuch deeds 
muſt needs be farrc more loathſome then an at which is 
ſo naturall, juft and neceſlary , as that ef procication, 
you thall haue an hypoccitall veſtall Vicgin ſpeake,thac 
with cloſe teeth publikely , which thee will receiae with 
open mouth privately , for my owne yo I confider na- 
xe without apparel , without diſguifing of cultome or 
complement ; I giue thoughts words , and words truth, 
& truth boldnefle,the whoſe honeſt treenefle makes it her 
ertueyto ſpeake what ſhe thinks,wil make it her neccſliry 


2 think what is go0d,1 loue no prokibiced rhings,&yer [ 
BÞ 2 would 
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would haua nothing prohibited by policy but by vertue 

for as inthe faſhion of time , thoſe bookes that are cald 

| Inzare moſt in ſale and requeſt, ſo in nature,thoſe ations 
that are moſt prohibited, arc moſt deſired. 

Beat. Good quicke fiſter tay your pace,we are private, 
bur the world would cenſure you,for truely ſeycre mo- 
deſty is womens yertue, 

; Criſp. Fiefie, vertue is a free pleaſant buxom quality : 
I loue a conſtant countenance well , but this frowatd ig- 
norant coynefſe,ſoure auſtere lumpiſh uncivill privatenes, 
that promiſes nothing but rough skins, and hard ftooles, 
hazfie on't good for nothing but for nothung, well nurſe, 
and what doe you conceiue of all this ? 

Put. Nay taith my conceiving dayes bee done, marry 
for kifling ile defend thatzthats within my compaſle, 
but for my owne part, here's miſtreſle Beatrice is to bee 
married with the-grace of God , a fine gentleman hee is 
ſhall haue her,and I warrant a ſtrongyhee has a leg like a 
poſt,anoſc like a Lyon , a brow like a Bull, and a beard 
of moſt faire expeRation : this weeke you muſt marry 
him,and I now wil reade a leQture to you both,how you 
ſhall behaue your ſeclues to your husbands ; the firſt 
moneth of your nuptiall , I ha broke my skull about jt] 
cafi tell youzand there is much braine in it. 

Criſp. Reade it to my fiſter good nurſe,for I aſſure you 
ile ncre marry. 

Put. Marry God forfend, what will you doe then ? 

Criſp. Faith ſtriue againſt the fleſb , marry ? no faith, 
husbands are like lots 1m the lottery , you may drayy for- 
ty blankes before you fand one that has any price in him ; 
A husband generally is a carelefle dominering thing.tha 
orowes like corall , which as long as it is under vyater is 
{oftand tender , but as ſoone as it has got his branch 
aboue the wanes is preſently hard, ſtiffe, not ro be bowed 
but barſt,ſo when your husband is a ſutor and under your 
choyſe , Lord how ſupple he is, how obſequious, how at 
your 
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your ſervice ſweet Lady : once married, got up his head 
abotee, a ſtiffe, creoked, knobby, inflexible, tyrannous 
creature he growes , then they curne like water,more you 
would embrace the lefſe you hold , ileliue my owne wo- 
man , and if the worſt come to the worſt , I had rather 
proue a wag then a foole. 

Beat. O but a vertuous marriage. 

Criſp. Vertuous marriage ? there is no more affinity 
betwixt vertue and marriage, then beryvixc a man and his 
horſe ; indeed vyertue gets up upon marriage ſometimes, 
and manageth it in the right way,but marriage is of ano- 
ther peece, for as a horſe naay bee without a man, and a 
man without a horſe , ſo marriage you know is often 
without vertue , and yertue I am ſure more oft withour 
marriage , bur thy match ſiſter, by my troth I thinke twill 
doe well, he's a well ſhaptcleane lipped gentlemangof a 
handſomeybut not affeRed finenefſe,a good faithfull eye, 
and a well humor'd cheeke , would he did nor ftoope in 
the ſhoulders for thy ſake,ſee here he is 

Enter Freevill and Tiſefew. 

Free, Good day ſweet. 

Criſp. Good morrow brother, nay you ſhall hane my 
lip,zood morrow ſeryant. 

Tiffe. Good morrow ſweet life. 

Criſp. Life ? doſt call thy miſtreſle life. 

Tifſe. Life, yes why not life ? 

Criſp. How many miſtrefſes haſt thou ? 

Tiſſe. Some nine. 
Crifþp. Why then thou haſt nine liues like a Car, 

Tifſs, Mew you would be taken up for that. 

Criſp. Nay good let me ftill fit,wee low ftatures loue 
fill co-fityleſt when we ſtand we may be ſuppoſed to fit. 

Tife. Doft not weare high corke ſhooes chopines ? | 
Criſp. Monſtrous ones. 1 am as many other are,p:ec'd 
aboue-and peg'd beneath. 
Tiſſe. Still the beſt part in the— | 
| Bb 3 Crifh, 
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Crifþ. And yet all will ſcarce make mee ſo high ag 
one of the Gyants ſtilts that ſtalke before my Lorg Ma. 


jors Pageants. 
Tiſe. By the Lord fo I thought, twas for ſomething, 
Miſtris zoyce jeſted at thy high in-ſteps. 
Criſp. She might well enough, and long cnough, be. 
fore I would be aſhamed of my ſhortnefſe; what I made, 
er can mend my (elfe, I may bluſh at, but what natnre 
put upon me, let her be aſhamed for me, Iha nothing to 
doe with it, I forget my beautie. 
T'i/e. Faith Zoyce is a fooliſh bitter creature, 
Criſþ. A pretty mill-dewed wench ſhe is. 
Ti/e. And faire, Criſp. As my (eclfe. 
Tife. O you forget your beauty now. 
' Criſp. Troth 1 never remember my beauty, but, ag 
fome men doe religion, for controverhies ſake, 
Beat. A motion filter. . 
Crifþ. Ninivie, Tulizs Ce/ar, 70x45, or the deſtruRion 
of Icruſalem ? 
Beat. My loye here. 
. Criſp, Prithee call him not love, tis the drabs phraſe, 
nor ſweet honey, nor my cunny,nor deare duckling,they 
are Citizen termes, but call him 
Beat. What? 
Criſþ. Any thing, what's the motion ? 
Beat. You know this night our parents have intended 
ſolemnly to coatraft us, and wy Love to grace the feat 


. 


' hathpromiſed a Maske, 
Free. You'l make one Tifefew,and Caquetewr ſhall fill 
up 2 roome. 


' T'iſe. Fore heaven well remembreg, hee borrowed 2 
Diamond of me laſt night, to grace his finger in your vi- 
firation ; the lying Creature will ſweare ſome ſtrange 

thing on It now. . 

Enter Caqueteur. 

Criſp. Peacc, hee's here, ſtand cloſe, lurke. 

| Caque. Good 
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Caque. Good motrrow moſt deare, and worthy to bee 
moſt wiſe, how does my Miftris? | 

Criſp. Morrow ſweet ſervant, you gliſter, prithee let's 
ſee that ſtone. 

Caqu. A toy Lady, I boughe to pleaſe my finger, 

. Criſp. Why I am more pretious to you then your 
Aager. | 

a Yes, or then all my body I ſweare. 

Crifp. Why then let it be bought to pleaſe me, come, 
I am no profeſſed beggar. 

Caq. TI roth Miſtris, zoones, forſooth, I proteſt. 

Crifp. Nay, if you turne proteſtant for ſuch a toy. 

Caqu. In good deed la, another time Ile give you a — 

Criſp. 1s this yours to give ? | 

. Caqu. O God forſooth, mine quoth you, nay as for 
CAC mee : 

Crifp. Now I remember, I ha ſcene this on my (er- 
vant Tiſefewes finger. 

Caqu. Such another. 

Crifp. Nay, I am (ure this is it. 

Caqu. Troth 'cis forſoeth, the poore fellow wanted 
money to pay for his ſupper laſt night, and ſo pawn'd it 
to me, tis a pawne ifaith, or elſe you ſhould have it. 

Tiſe. Harke ye,thou bale lying — how dares thy im- 
padence hope to proſper, wer't not for the'priviledge of 
this reſpeRed companie, 1 would (o bang thee. 


Crifþ, Come hither (ervant,what's the marter þetwixt 


you two ? 


Gaqu. Nothing, bat ( harke you ) hee did mee ſome 
unciyill diſcourtefies laſt night, for which , becauſe I 
ſhould not call him to account, hee deſires to make mce 
any ſatisfation : The Coward trembles at my very 
preſence, but I have him on the hip, Ile take the forfeit 
on aisRingp. . 

Tie. What's that you whiſper to her ? - 

Ceque, Nething Sir, but ſatiske her that the Ring 
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W4s not pawnd, but only lent by you to grace my finger 
| and (o told her I crav's your pardon for being too Ru, 
liar, or indeed over-bold with your reputation. | 
Criſp. Yes indeed he did, he ſaid you deſired to make 
him any ſatisfaRtion for an uncivill diſcourteſie you did 
him laſt night, but hee ſaid hee had you a the hip and 
would take the forfeit of your ring. 2 
T'i/. How now ye baſe pultren ? | 
Caque. Hold, hold, my Miftris fpeakes by contraries, 
Tiſe. Contraries ? | # 
Caque. She jeſts, faith only jeſts. 
Criſp. Sir, Ile no more a.your ſeryice, yoy are a child, 
le give you to my Nurſe. 
Put. And he come to mee, Ican tell you, ag old as I 
_ am, what to doe with him, 
Caque. 1 offer my ſervice forſooth, 
Tife. Why ſo, now every dogge hath his bone to 
knavv On. | 
Free. The Maske holds Maſter Caqueture. 
 Caque, 1 amready (ir, Miftris Ile dance with you, nere 
feare, Ile grace you. | 
Put. I cl you I cam my ſingles and my doubles, and 
my trick a twentic,my carantapace,my traverſe farWard, 
and my falling backe yet ifaith. | 
Beet. Mine, the proyifien for the night is ours, 
Much muſt be our care, till night we leave yon, 
I am your ſervant, be not tyrannous, 
Your vertue wan me, faith my love's not luſt, 
Good wrong me not, my moſt fanlt is much truſt. 
Free. null night onely my heart be with you. Farc- 
veell faſter. 
Criſp. Adicu brother, come on ſiſter for theſe ſweere- 
meates. 
Free. Let's meet and praRtiſe preſently. 
Tiſe. Content, wee'l but fit our pumpes, come ye per- 
N1CLOUS VErmine, | Exeunt. 
2 Enter. 
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Enter Malheurens. 

Fre.My friend,wviſhd hours,what news from Babylon? 
How does the woman of fin and naturall concupiſcence? 

Mal. The cldeſt child of nature nere beheld | 
So damn'd acreature, 

Free. What, /n nova fert animus mutatgs dicere formas, 
which way beares the tide ? 

Mal, Deare loved fir, Ifiad, a mind conragiouly viti- 
ous may put on a deſperate (ecurity,but can never be bleſ(- 
ſed with a firme enjoying, and ſelfe ſatisfaRtion, 

Free. What paflion is this my deare Lindabridic ? 

Mal, Tis well we both may jcit, 1 have bin tempted 
to your death. | 

Free. What is the rampant Cocatrice growne mad for 
the loſſe of her men? 

Mal. Devilliſhly mad. | 

Free. As moſt aſlured of my ſecond love. 

Mal. Right. 
Free. $he would have had this ring. 
Mal. T, and this heart, and in true proofe you were 


flaine, I ſhould bring her this ring, from which ſhe was: 


aſſured you would nor part, untill from life you parted 3 


for which deed, and onely for which deed, I ſhould poſ- 
ſefle her ſweetneſle. 


Free. O bloodie villaines, nothing is defamed, but by | 


its proper (elfe ; Phiſicians abuſe remedies , Lawyers 
ſpoile the Law, and women enely ſhame women : you 
ha vow'd to kill me ? | 
Mal. My luſt, notl, before my reaſon would, yet 
muſt.uſe her, that I a man of ſenſe ſhould conceive end- 
lefle;pleaſure in a body, whoſe (oule I know to be ſo hi- 
deouſly blacke ! : 

Free. That a man at twenty three ſhould cry, O 


ſweet pleaſure ! and: at fourtie three thould figh, O + 


ſharpe-poxe ! but confider man furniſh'd with omnipo- 
tencie, and you overthrovy him, theu muſt coole thy 
impaticng 
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impatient appetite, Tis fate,tis fate. 
Mat. I doe maligne my creation, that I am ſubjeQ to 
paſſion. I muſt injoy her. 
Free, I haue it, marke, I giue a Maske to night 
To my loues kindred, in that ſhalt thou gee: 
In that we two make ſhew of falling oat, 
Giue ſeeming challenge, inftantly depart, 
With ſome ſuſpition to preſent fight. 
V Vee will be ſcene as going to our ſwords, 
And after meeting,this Ring onely lent, 
He larke in ſome obſcure placegtil] rumour 
(The common Bawd to looſe ſuſpitions 
Haue fayned me ſlaine, which (in reſpe& my ſelfe 
Will not be found, and our late ſeeming quarrel!) 
Will quickly ſound to all as earncft hs : 
Then to thy wenchyproteſt me ſurely dead. 
Shew her this Ring, enjoy her, and þlood cold 
Weele laugh at folly. - 

Mal. O but thinke of it. (ſions, 

Fre. Think of it? come away,vertue ler fleepe thy paſ. 
« What old times held as crimes, are now but faſhions, 

| Exeunt. 
Enter Maſter Garniſh,end Lionell: Mafter Mulligrabbe, 
with a ſtanding Cup in one hand,and an Obligation in the 
other, Cocledemoy ftands at the other doore diſguiſed 
like a French Pedler, and overheares them. 

Mul. I am not at this time furniſhed , bur there's my 
Bond for your plate. 

Gar. Your Bill kad bin ſufficient,y'are a good man, a 
fandding cup parcell gilr,of 3 2 ounces, 1 x pound, 7 ſhil- 
lings, the fir of Iuly, geod plate, good man, good day, 
good all. | 

Myul. Tis my hard fortune, I will hang the knaue, no, 
firſt he ſhal halfe rot in fetters in the dunggonghis conſci- 
ence made deſpairefull,ile hire a knaue a purpoſe,ſhal af- 
ſarc him heis damn'd,and after ſee him with mine owne 
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eyes,hanged withour ſinging any Pſalme, Lord, that hee 


has but one necke. | | 
Gar, You are too tyrannous,you'l uſe me ao further. 
Mul. No fir, lend mes your ſeryant, onely to carry the 
plate home; I have occaſion of an houres abſence. * 
Gar. With caſie conſent,fir haft & be careful. Ex Ga. 
Mul. Bee very carefull I pray thee,to my wiues owne 
Lion. Secure your (eclfe. (hands. 
'Mul. To her owne hand. | 
Lisn, Feare not, I haue delivered greater things then 
this,to a womans owne hand. 
Cocl. Mounſier, pleaſe you to buy a fine delicate ball, 
ſwcet ball,a Camphyer ball. 
Mul. Prethee away. (ſhaved, 
Coc. One a bal to skower,a skowring ball,a ball to be 
Maul. For the loue of God talke not of ſhaying,TI hane 
bin ſhayed, miſchicfe and 1000 devils ceaſe him, I haue 
been ſhaved. Exit. Mullig. 
Cocl. T he fox grows fat when he is curſed,ile ſhaue ye 
ſmoorher hem on a tile ſ{tone,nay lips haue a kinde of 
rheume at this bole,ile hav't,ile-gargalize my throat with 
this Vintner,& when I haue dene with him, ſpit him out; 
Ile ſhark,conſcience dos not repine;were I to bite an ho- 
neſt gentlema,a poore grogaran Poet,or a penurious Par- 
ſon,that had but ten pigs tailes in a twelue-month,8 for 
want of learning had but one good ſtool in a fortnight,I 
were damnd beyond the works of ſupererregation,but to 
wring the wythers of my gowty barmd ſpigget frigging- 
jumbler of 6 ay 419 wn, Ae hold it as lawful asſheep- 
ſhearing,taking eggs fr hens,caudels from Aﬀes,or but- 
terd ſhrimps from horſes,they make no uſe of them,were 
not provided for ghE. And therfore worſhiptul Cocledemey, 
hang coaſis,on,in'grace & vertue to proceed,only beware, 
beware degrees,there be rounds in a ladder, & knots in a 
halter, ware carts, hang toaſis, the common counſell has 
decrecd it,l muſt draw a lot for the great gobler, Extt.* 
Enter 
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Enter Miſtreſſe Mulligrab, end Lionell with a Gabler. 
Ars. Mul. Nav,] pray you ſtay and drinkey& how do's 
r Miſtrefle,I know her very well,L have beene inward 
with her,and {o has. many more ſhe yas cver a good pa- 
tient creature ifaith,with all my keartile remember your 
waſtcr,an honeſt man,he knew me before I was married, 
an honeſt man he is,and acrafty , hee comes forward in 
the world well, I warrant him, and his wife 1s a proper 
womaa that ſhe is,well,ſhe has beene as proper a worfian 
as any in Cheape, {hee paints now, and yet the keeps her 
busbands old Cuſtomers to him &ill. Introth a fine fac'd 
wife in a Wain(cot carved (cat,is a worthy ornamene to a 
Tradeſman ſhop,and an attratueT warraneher husband 
ſha[l-find it in che culteme of his ware , Lle aſſure him, 
God be with you good youth, I acknowſcdge the receit, 
Exit Lisn. I acknowledge all the receit ſuregtis very well 
{poken , I acknowledge the receit , this tis te haue good 
education and to be brought up in a T avyerne, I doe keepe 
as gallant and as good company, though I ſay it, as any 
thein Londoa, S$quiers, Gentlemen, and Knights diet at . 
my table, and I doe lend ſome of them money, and full 
many fine men goe upon my ſcote, as limple as I and 
here,and I truſt them ,.and truely they very knighely and 
courcly promiſe faire , giue mge very good words, and a 
peece of fleſh when ume of yeare ſcrues , nay , though 
my husband be a Citizen and's caps made of wooll, yet 
I haue wit, and can (ee my good afloone as another, for 
L haue all che thankes, my ally husband,alas,he knowes 
nothing of it;tis I-thar beare, tis I that muſt beare a 
\ braine for all. ; 

Cocle. Faire houre-to you Miſtreſſe 

Mrs. Mu. Faire houre,fine tearme, faith ile ſcore it up 
2n0n, a beautifull ehought to you fic, 

Coel. Your husband , and my: Maſter Mr, Gamiſh has 
{cnt you a Tole of freſh Salmonzand they both will.come 
w dinner to ſeaſon your new cup with-the pg”: > + 
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which cup your husband intreats you to: ſend backe by 
me,that his armes may be grayed a the ſide,zwhick he for- 
ot betore jt was ſent, | 
Mrs. Myl. By what tokengare you ſent by no'token ? 
nay,l haue wit. | | 
Cocl. Hee ſent me by the (ame token, that he was dry 
ſhaved this morning. ,. | 
Mrs. Mu. A ſad token, buttruz, bere fir, I pray you 
commend me to your Maſter, but eſpecially to your Mi= 
ſtreſlezrell then they ſhail be moſt fincetely welcome. - 
Exit. 
Cocl: Shall bee moſt fincerely welcome , worſhipfull 
Cocledemoy, lurke cloſe , hang toaſts,-be not aſhamed of 
thy quality , every mans turd ſmels well in's owne noſe, 


yaniſh Foyt. Exit. 
Enter Mrs, Mulligrub , with ſervants and furnituve for 
the Table, © Toy 


Mrs, Mal. Come ſpread thele T able Diaper Napkins, 
and doe you heare perfume this Parlour jx,do's ſo (mel of 


prophane Tobacco, could never endure this ungodly toe 


baccogfince one of our Elders,afſured me upon his know- 
{edge Tobacco was not vſed in the Congregation of 
the family of loue:. ſpread , ſpread handſomely, Lord 
theſe boyes doe things arſze, varſie, you ſheyy your bring- 
ing up , I way a Gentlewoman by my fifters fide , I can 
cel yee ſo methodieally:methodically, I wonder where I 
got that word. O fir Amingdab A3th bad mee kifſe him 
methodically,I had it ſome where,and 1 had it indeed. 
Enter Mafler Mulligrub. | 

Maul. Mind,be not deſperate, ile recover all. 
All things with mie,ſhall ſeeme honelt, that can be profi- 
He muſt nere winch,that would or thrwe,or ſaue,(table, 
To be cald nigarg,Cuckold, Cut-throat, Knaue, 

Mrs, Are they come husband > Avi. Who? what, 
how bow ? what feaft towards in my private Parlour ? 

Mrs, Pray leaue your foolery, what are they come? 
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Mal. Come, who come ? 

Miſ. You need not mak't ſo ſtrange. 

Mul. Strange ? 

Mrs. I ftrange,you know no man that ſent me word, 
that hee and his wife would come to dinner to meegzamd 
ſent this jole of frefh Salmon before hand? 

Aul. Peace, not Izpeace, the meffenger hath miſtaken 

; the honle, let's eac it up quickly before it be enquir'd for : 
fat coit, ſome mu 7s. 10 nieR good luck yet, faith, I 
never taſted Salmon reliſht better, oh when a man teeds 
at other mens coſt. 

, Mrs. Other mens: coſt ? why did not you ſend this 


jole of Salmon ? 
Mul. No. 
Mrs. By Maſter Garniſh man ? 
AMyul. No. * 


Irs. Sending mee word, that hee and his wite would 

come to dinner to me. 
Mvyl. Nogno. 
. Mrs, To ſeaſon my new boule ? 
Mul. Boule ? 
Mrs. And withall willd me co fend the boule backe? 
Mul. Backe ? . 
» &frs, That you might haue your Armesgrau'd on the 
Myl. Ha? . (fide ? 
Mys. By the ſame token you were dry fhayen this mor- 
aing before you yvenc forth. . 

AMul, Pah;how this S«lmon inkes. 

Mrs. And thereupon ſent the bole baeke , prepared 
dinner: nay and I beare not a braine, | 

Mul. Wite,doe not vexc me, is the bole gone,is it de» 
liver'd ? 

Mrs. Deliver'd ? yes ſure, tis deliver'd. 

Aſul. 1 will never mote ſxy my prayers , doe not make 
mee madd, tis common,let me got cric like a woman is 
at gone ? 

£4 Mrs. Gone? 
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Mrs. Mull. Gone ? God is my wvitneſſe , Idclivered 
it with no more intention to be couzen'd on't, then the 
child new borne, and yet <—— 

Mull. Looke to my houſe, I am haunted with eyill 
ſpirits , heare mee, dee, heare mee, if I have net my 
Coblet againe, Ile goe to the Devill, Ile to a Con- 
jurer, lobe to my houſe, Ile raiſe all the wiſe men 
1th l[treet, (Rl Exit. 

Mrs. Mull. Deliver us , what words are theſe ! I rut 
in God he is but drunke ſure. 

Enter Codledemoy. 

Cocl, T muſt haue the Salmon to worſhip Cocledemoy, 
now for the Maſter-piece, God blefle thy neck-piece, and 
Foutrs, faire miſtris my Maſter | 

Mrs. Muf. Have 1 caught you, what Feger ? 

Coclede. Peace good Miſtrefle, Ile tell you all, a jeſt, a 
yery meere jeſt, your husband onely tooke ſport to frighe 
you, the Bole's at my Maſters, and there is your huſ- 
band , who ſent mee in all haft, leſt you ſhould bee 
over frighted. with his feigning, ro entreat you come to 
dinner to him. 

Mrs. Myuf. Praiſe heavenit is no worle. 

Col. And deſired megto defire'you ro fend the Tole of 
Salmon before, and your ſelfe to come after to themgmy 
Miſtrefle would be right glad to fee you. 

Mrs.Ma/ll. 1pray carry it : now thanke them incirely : 
bleife me, I was never {o out of my 5kin in my life, pray 
thanke your Miſtreſſe moſt Rn | 

Cocl. So now Figo, worſhipfull Mo# Fough and I will 
mounch, Cheaters and Bawds goe together like waſhing 
nd wringing. Exit, 

Mrs, Mull. Beſhrew his heart for his labour, how every 
thing about me quivers, what Chriſtian, my hat and a» 
pron, here take my ſlceves, and how Ictremble, ſo, Ile 
2offip it now for't, that's certaine, here has bin reyolu- 
uons and falſe fixes indeed. 


Enter, 
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Enter Mulligrub. 
_ $4. Whither now ? what's the matter with you 
now ? whither are you agadding ? | 
Miſftris Mull, Come, come, play the tooke no more, 
will yougoe? | 
Maſl. Whither,ia the rank name of madnes, whither ? 
M.AMut. Whither > why to Maſter Garnijh,to eate the 
Iolc of Salmon ; Lord, how ſtrange you make it ! 
 MuR. Why ſo, why ſo ? | 
M.Muf. Why ſo, why did not you ſend the felfe ſame 
fellow for the Jole of Salmon, chat had the cup ? 
Mull. Tis well, tis very well. 
M..:3t:4. And willcd mie to come and cqt with you at 
the Gold-ſmiths. 7 
Mull. © 1, 1, I; art in thy right wits? 
M.Mwl. Doe you heare, make a foole of ſome body 
elſce,and you make an aſſe of me,lle make an oxe of you; 
doe you lee, - 

Mull. Nay wife be patient, fot looke you, I may beoſf +- 
mad, or drunke, oc (0, for mine owne part, though youſſ © 
can beare more then T,yertIcan do well ; I will nor curſc 
nor care I,but heaven knowes whatT thinke. Come,let's 

heare ſome awaſicke, I will never more ſay my pray- 

ers: let's go heare ſome dolefull mulicke, nay, if heaven 
forget to proſper knaves, Ilegoe no more to the Syna- 
gogue, N ow I am dilſconteated, Le turne ScAarie, rhat 
1s tathian. 946 Exeunt. W 


Actvs III. SCENA I. ha 


ExrerSir Hubert Subboyſe, Sir Lyonell Freevill; Criſp fo 
nlla, ard ſervant with lights. 


8ir Hub, A Oce ligats ; welcome Sir Lyonef Freevil 
ur ogg Freevifl ſhortly. Looke to you 
ighes, | 


Servant 6 
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Serv. The Maskers are at hand. 


Stir Lid. Call downe our dau heer : Harke | £ | 
hand, ranke hanſomely. < Fhey are at 


| Enter the Machers they dance. Enter Malhcureux,eod | 
takes Beatrice fom Frevile. They draw. 


Fre. Know fir, haue the advantage of the place, 
You are not ſafe,l would deale even with you. 
Mal. So. They exchange gloues as pledges. 

Fre. 50. | 

Beat. 1 doe beſeech you ſweet, do not for me provoke 
your Fortune. - | 

Sir Lio. What ſudden flaw is riſen ? 

Sir ub. From whence comes this ? 

Fre. An vicer long time lurking, now is burſt. 

Sir Hab. Good fir,the time and your defignes are ſoft. 

Bea. 1 deare fir,counſel him,adviſe him,twill reliſh wel 
From your carving : Good my ſweet reſt ſafe. 

Fre. All's well,all's well, chis ſhall be ended ſtraight, 
' 8tr Hub. The banke:t ſtaiesgthere weele aiſcourſe more 

Fre, Mariage mult not make men cowards. (large. 

Sir Lio. Nor rage fools, | | 

Sir Hub. «« Tis valor,not where heat,but reaſon rules. 

Onely Tiſſefu and Criſpin. fey. - (Exe. 

T'iſ. But doe you heare Lady,you proud ape you. 
What was the jeſt you brake of me even now ? 

Criſ. Nothing,I only ſaid you were all mettlezthat you 
had a brazen face,a leaden braine, and a copper beard. 
Tf Quigkfilver, thou little more then a dwarfe, agd 
ſpl fomewhar lefſe then a woman. 


Cri. A wiſpe,a wiſpya wiſp,will you go to the. þ 36h 
Tf. By the Lord | think thou wilt marry har y too, 


thou groweſt ſomeyvhac fooliſh already. 
Criſp. O I faichatis a faire rhing ro be maried, and a ne= 


coNary;to heare chis word,mup,if gur huþands be prowls 
"T HOwa | | ye 


The Dutch Courtez an. 


we maſt beare his contempt ; if noyſome, we mult beare 
with the Goat under his armcholes;if a foole, wee muſt 
beare his bable; and vyhich is vyorſezit a looſe liver, vvee 
muſt live upon unholſome reverſions : yyhere,on the con- 
trary f1de, our hasbands becauſe they may,and wee muſt, 
care not for us ; things hop'd vvith feare , and got with 
ſtruglings,are mens high pleaſures, yvhen dutie palles and 
flats their appetite. 

Ty/. What a tart Monkey is this ? by heauen, if thou 
had(ſt not ſo much wit, I could find in my heart ro marry 
- thee. Faith beare with me for all tl:is. | 

Criſ- Beare with thee? T vvonder hovv thy mother 
could beare thee ten moneths in her belly,when Icannot 
endure thee tyvo houres in mine eye ? | 

T'if. Alaſſe for you ſweer ſoule : by the Lord you are 
growne a proud, {curvie, apiſh, idle, diſdainfull, ſcoffing; 
Gods foot, becauſe you haue read Enuphnes and his Eng- 
Land, Palmerin de Oliva and the Legend of lies. 

Criſp. Why yfaith yet ſervant, you of all others ſhould 
beare with my knovnec unmilicious humours, I haue al- 
wayesin my heart given you your due reſpect : 

And heaven may be ſworne, I haue privately given faire 
ſpeech of you,and proteſted, 

Ty//. Nay looke you, for mine owne patt , if I haue 
not as religiouſly yow'd my heart to you, been drunke to 
your health, ſwallow'd flap=dragons, ear glaſſes, drunke 
urine,{tabb'd armes,and done all ofhces of proteſted gal- 
Lantrie for your ſake: and yer you tell mee I haue a bra- 
zen face, a leaden braine, and a copper beard. Come,yet 
and i: p.eaſe you. 

 Crijþ. No,no,you doe no loue me. 

Tiff. By ( ) but I doe now, and whoſoever dares ſay 
that I doe not loue you,nay honor you,andif you would 
 vouchſafe to marry, 
Criſp. Nay as for that think ont as you will,bue Gods 
. myrecord,and my ſiſter knowes I haue taken drinke and 


Hlept 


| 
| 
| 
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we upon't, that if ever I marry it ſhall bee you; and I 
ryill marry, and yet I hope I doe not ſay it ſhall bee you 
neither. | 

Ty}. By heaven I ſhall bee afſoone weary of health, 
as of your injoying : vvill you caſt a (mooth checke upe 
on mee ? | 

Cri/. I cannot tell ,T haue no crump ſhoulders,my back 
needs no mantle,and yet marriage is honorable: doe you 
thinke ye ſhall prooue a Cuckold ? 

Tf}. No by the Lordgnot I. 

Criſþ. Why,I chanke you, yfaith : 

Hetgho : I ſlept on my backe this mornings 
And dreamt \ ltrangeſt dreames : 

Good Lord,how things yvill come to paſſe ? 
Wil! you gocto the banquet ? 

Tif}. It you will be mine,you ſhall be your owne, my 
purſe, my body,my heart is yours, onely bee ſilent in my 
houſe, modeſt at my table , and wanton in my bed, and 
the Empreſſe of Europe cannot content, and ſhall not be 
contented better. i 

Criſ. Can any kind heart ſpeak more diſcreetly affett- 
onatly ? my fathers conſent,and 3s for mine — 

Tifſ. Then thus,and thus,ſo Hymen ſhould begin, 
Sometime a falling out,proues fall:og in. Ex2unt. 


Enter Frevile /heaking to ſome within, Malhereux 
at the other doore. 
Frev. As youreſpe& my vertue, giue me leaue 
To ſatisfie my a not blood. 
So,all runs right, our fayned rage hach cane 
To fulleſt life,rliey are much polleſt 
If force moſt,moſt all quarrell: now my right friend, 
Reſolue me with epen breaſt, free and true heart, 
Cannot thy vertue nts (pace to thinke, 


And fortifie her weakened powers with reaſon, 


Diſcourſes, Meditations,Diſcipline, We 
Cc 2 Divine 
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Divine ejaculatories,and all thoſe aydes againſt deyils: 
Cannot all theſe curbe thy lowe appetite, 
And ſenſuall furic ? 

Mat. * There is no god in blood,no reaſon in defire: 
Shall T but liue ? ſhall I not be forc't to aR 
Some decd,whoſe very name is hideous ? 

Fre. No. 

Meal. Then I muſt enjoy Franciſchtna. 

Fre. You ſhall: ile lend this ring, ſhew it to char fayre 


-  Devillzit will reſolue me deady which rumor with my ar- 


tificiall abſence wil make moſt firme,enjoy her ſuddenly. 
Mal. Bur if report go ſtrong thar you are flaine, 
And that by me, vyhereon I may be ſeiz'd, 
Where ſhall I find your being ? 
Fre. At Mr. Shatewes the lewellers,to vvhoſe breaſt 
He truft our ſecrer purpoſe. 
Mal. 1 reſt your ſelfe, each man hath follies. 
Fre, Butthoſe worſt of all, 
»» Who vvith a vvilling eye, dee ſecing fall. 
Mal. Tis true, but truth ſeemes folly in madneſle ſpe- 
Aacles,I am not nov my ſelfe, no man : Farevvell, 
Fre. Farervell. 
Mal. « When woman's in the heart,in the ſoule hell. 
Exit Mal. 
Fre. Now repentance the fooles whip ſeize thee. 
Nay if there be no meanes ile be thy friend, 
But notthy vices, and vvith greateſt ſenſe 
Tle force thee feele thy errors, to the vyorſt, 
TT he vildeſt of dangers thou ſhalt fake into, 
No Ieweller ſhall ſee nie, I yvill lurke 
Where none ſhall know or think,cloſe ile vvithdrave, 
And leaue thee with two friends,a yyhore and knaue. 
Bur is this yertue in me ? Nognot pwe, 
Nothing extreamely beſt vith ys indures, 
No vſe1n ſimple purities ; the elements 
Are mix: for yſe ; Silyer yvithour alay 
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Is all too eager to be wroughe for uſe ; 

Nor preciſe vertue ever purely good | 

Holds uſefull fize with temper of weake blood : | 1 
Then let my courſe be borne, though with fide-wind, þi 
The end being good, the meancs are well aflign'd, -# 
Ext. 

Exter Franciſcina welaucholy, Cocledemoy "1 
leading her. 4 

Cocl, Come catafugo Franh a Frank-hall,who ho ho, 4 
Exccllent, ha, here's a plump rumpt wench with a breaſt 
ſofter then a Courtiers tongue, an old Ladies gums, or i 
an old mans wewtule, my fine rogue. \" 

Fran. Pah you poultron, 113 

Cocl. Gooddy fieft, lum pum pum pum, a my tine 
Wagrtaile,thou art as falſezas proſtitured, and adulterate, 
as ſome tranſlated manu-ſcript : Buſſe faire whore, buſle; 

Fran, Gods (acrament, pox. 

Cocl. Hadamoy key dof} thou frowne medianthen teukey, *: 
Nay looke here, Numeron key Silver blithefor cany "i 
Os cany _ : Vs key ne moy blegefoy oteeſton pox, IF 
On you Goſling, - T?.. 

Fran. By me fait dis bin very fine langape,Ick ſall buſh '4 
ye now, ha, be garzon vare had you dart plate ? ' ; 

Cacl, Hedemoy key, ger you gon Puncke rampant, bey, 8 


common up-taile. | 
Enter Mary Fough in haf. | 
Aary.O —_— waar gre Sg 
Cocl, Humpum, plumpum ſquat,I amr gone. Ex.Cocl. 
Mary. T here is = maſter Malheureyx at the doore_ - | 
defires to fee you, he (ayes he muſt not be deny'd, for he ki 
hath ſent you this ring, and withall, ſaies tis done. & 
Fran. Vat ſall me do now ? Gedsſatrament, tell him 24s 
two houres hence he (al be moſt atRionately velcome, | 
tell himy(vat ſal me do?) vell him Ick am bin in ty bare, 
and Ick (al e ry ſects, make a minc body fo deli- 


Wcare for his arme two houces hence, | 
Cc 3 Mary. 
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Mary. 1 ſhall ſatisfie him two houres hence, well. 
Exit Mary. 


Fran. Now Ick (al revenge, hay, begar me fall cartar 
de whole generation,my brain vorkeit: Freeviltis dead, 
Malheureux (all hang, and mine rivall Beatrice Ick (all 


make run mad. 


Enter Mary Fough, 
Mary. Hee's gone forſooth to eate a caudle of cocke- 
Kones, and will returne within theſe two houres. 


| 

| 

Fran. Very vell, give monies to ſome felloy to ſquire 
me, Ick (all goe abroad. ( 
Mary. There's a luſty Bravo beneath, a ſtranger, bu Y 

a good ſtale raſcall, he (weares valiantly, kickes a Band F _ 


right vertuouſly, and proteſts with an empty pocket right 
deſperately, hee'l ſquire you. 
- Fran. Very velcome, mine fan, Ick fall retorne pre- 
ſantly, now ſall mee bee revange ten touſand divelagder 
ſall be no got in me butpaſſion, no tought but rage, no 
mercy but bloud., no ſpirit but div'lain me, dere fall no- 
ting tought good for mee , but dat is miſchievous for |. 
others. : Exit. 
Enter Sir Hubert,Sir Lyonell,Beatrice,Criſpinella,and 
Nurſe; Tylefew following. 
Str Ly, Did. no one ſee him ſince ? pray God, nay al| 
is well, a little heat, what he is but with-drawne ? and , 
yet Lywould to God, but feare you nothing. * 
Beat, Pray God that all be well,or wonld I were not. 
Tyſe. Hees not to be found fir any where. 
Sir Ly. You muſt not make a heavy face preſage an il 
event ; I like your ſiſter well, ſhee's quicke and liyely, 
would ſhe would marrie faith. 
, Crifþ. Marrie ? nay, and I would marrie, me thinks 
an old man is a quiet thing. 
$i Ly, Ha, Mas and ſo he is. 
C.ifp. You are a Widdower ? 
Sir Ly. That Iam ifaith faire Criſcand I can tell yo 
| wo 


yor 
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would vou affe& me, I have it in me & on ifaith, 
e 


Criſ. Troth IT am in love,let me ſee your hand,would 
you caſt your ſelfe away upon me willingly ? 

Sir Ly. Will T ? I by the 
/ Criſp. Would you be a cuckold willingly ? By my troth 
tis a comely, fine,-and handſome fight , for one of my 
yeeres to marry an old man, *rruth tis reſtorative, what a 
comfortable thing it is to think of her husband, to heare 
his venerable cough of the eycrlaſtings, to feele his rough 
Skinne, his ſummer hands, and winter legs, his almoR 
no eyes, and aſſuredly no teerh,and then to thinke what 
thee muſt dreame of, when ſhee conſiders others happi- 
neſſe and her owne want ; tis a worthy and notorious 
comfortable match. 

Str Ly. Piſh, piſh, will you have me ? 

Criſp. Will you aſſure me. 


Sir Ly. Five hundred pound joynture. 


Criſþ. That you will dye within this fortnight ? 

Sir Ly. No by my faith Cri/. 

Criſp. Then Criſþine/faby her faith aſſures you ſhee'l 
haue none of you. 


Enter Freevill di/zuiſed like 6 Pander and Franciſchina, 


Free. Beere leave gentlemen and men of nightcaps, I 
would ſpeake,but that here ſtands one is able to expreſle 
her owne tale beſt, | 

Fran. Sir, mine ſpeech is to you, you had a ſonne 
matre Freevtll. ; 

Sir Sy. Had a, and haue ? 

Fraz. No point, mee am come to aſſure you dat one 
metre Malheureux hath killed him. 

Beat. O me, wretched, wretched, 

Sir Hub. Looke to our daughter. 

Sir Ly. How art thou inform'd ? 

Fran, If dat it plcaſe you to goe wid me, Ick fall bring 


you where youſall heare Malheureyx vid his owne lips 
confeile 
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eonfefſe it,and dare yee may apprehend him,and revenge 
your and mine loues blood. bh 

Sir. Hub. Your loues blood miſtreſſe , was he your 
Loue ? | 
' Fran. He was ſs fir,let your daughter heare it: do not 
veepe Lady,de young man dat be flaine did nor loue you, 
for hee ſtill lovit mee ten touſant touſant times more 
dearely. _ 

' Beat. O my heart I will loue you the better, I cannot 
hate what hee affefted : Opaſſion , Ony griefe which 
way wilr breake, thinke and conſume ? 
' Criſp. Peace. 
Beat. Deare woes cannot ſpeake. 
Fran. For looke you Lady dis your ring hegaue me, 
vid moſt bitter jeſts at py {(corn'd kindneſle. 

Beat. Hee did not ill not to loue me , but ſure hee did 
not well ro mocke me : Gentle minds will pitty, though 
they cannot loue : yet peace,and my loue fleepe with him. 
Valace good nurſe;alafle , 1 was nor ſo ambitious of fo 
ſfupreame an happineſle , that he ſhould onely loue me, 
*rryas joy enough for me poore ſoule that'T only might 
_ only loue him... 

Fran, O butto be abul'd , ſcorn'd, ſcoft at,O ten tou- 
ſand diwela by ſuch a enc,and unto ſach a ene. 

Beat. Ithinke you (ay not true ſifter, ſhall wee know 
one another in the other world ? | 

Crifp. What means my faſter ? | 

Beet. 1 would faine ſee him acaine: O my tortur'd 
mind, Freevile is more then dead,he'is unkind. 


Exeunt Beat. and Criſp. and Norlc. 


Sty Yub. Convey her inzand fo fir as you ſaid 
Set a ſtrong watcii, 
Sir Ly. 1 ſir , and fo paſſe along with this ſame com- 
- mon womangyou muſt make it'good, 
Fran, Ic fall,or let me pay tor his,mine blood. 
| Sir Hub 
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Sir Hub. Come then along all,with quiet ſpeed. 
Sir Ly. O Fare ! 
Ty//. O fir,be wiſely ſorry,but not paſſionate. Ex. 
Manet Freevile, | 
Free, I will goe and reveale my ſelfe: ſtay : nozno, 
Griefe endears Loue : Heaven to kaue ſuch a wife 
Is happineſſe,to breed pb enric in the Saints, 
Thou worthy Douc-like virgin withoutgall, 
Cannot(that womans evill)jcalouſie, 
Deſpight diſgrace,nay which is worſt,contempr, 
Once ſtirre thy faith?O Truth,how few fiſters haſt thou! 
Deare memory , with what a ſuffring] {weetneflc, quict 
modeſty, 
Yet deepe affeion ſhe receiu'd my death, 
And then \vith what a patient,yet oppreſſed kindneffe 
She tooke my leudly intimated wrongs. O the deareſt of 
heaven ! 
Were there but three ſuch women in the world, 
Two might be ſaved, | 
Well,I am great with expe&ation to what deviliſh end 
This woman of foule ſoule will driue her plots : 
Bur providence all wicked art ore-rops, 
{© and Impudence muſt know (rho' ſtiffe as Ice) 
*£ That fortune doth not alway doteon Viice. Exit. 


Enter Sir Hubert , Sir Lyonell, Tyſefew, Fraftic, and 
three with Halberds. | 


Sir Hub. Plant a watch there, be yery carefull Sirs, the 
reſt with us. 


Tyſſ. The heavie night growes to her depth of quiet, 


Tis about mid darkenetle. 


Fran. Mine thambre is hard by,Ick ſall bring you to it 


preſantment. 
Sir Ly. Decpe lence, On. Ex. Cacte. Within 
Wa,ha,ho, Enter MuKigrub | 


Mull. It was his voice, tis hee: hee ſups with his 


cupping 


The Dutch Courtezan. 


cupping glaſſes, Tis lateghee muſt paſſe this way : Ile ha 
himylle ha' my fine boy, my worſhipfull Cocledemoy, lle 
moy him , hee ſhall be hang'd in lowſte linnen, ile hire 
ſome ſefary to make him an herctike before hee die , 
And when he is dead Ile pile on his grave. 
Fl Enter Cocledemoy. 
Coct. Ah my fine puncks, good night, Franke frailty, 
fraile a Fraile-Hall > Bonus noches my vbiquitari. 
Mul. Ware polling and ſhaving fir. 
Cocle. A wolfe,a wolfe,a wolfe, Exit Cocledemoy, 
| Leaving his cloake behind him. 
Maul. Here's ſomething yet, a cloake, a cloake, yet ile 
after,he cannot ſcape the watch , Ile hang him if I baue 
any mercy,ils ſlice him. Exit. 
Enter Cacledemoy. 
Conſt. Who goes there ? come before the Conſtable. 
Cocle. Bread a God Conſtable , you are a Watch for 
the devill, honeſt men are rob'd under your noſe, there's 
a falſe knaue in the habitof a Vintner, ſet upon me, hee 
would haue had my purſe, but I rooke me to my heeles : 
yet hee got my cloake , aplaine ſtuffe cloake, poore, yet 


ewill ſerue to hang him ? Tis my lofſe, poore man that I 


am. 
Enzer Mulligrub running with Cocledemoyes cloake. 
3, Maſters, we muſt watch better, iſt not ſtrange that 
knaues, Drunkards and T hicues , ſhould be abroad, and 
yet we of the Watch , Scriveners, Smithes,and T aylors 
never ſturre. | 
x. Harke,who goes there ? 
AMul, An honeſt man and a Citizen, 
2. Appeare,appeare,what arc you ? 
Mul. Aſimple Vintner, 
1. A Vintner ha, and ſimple , draw neerer , neerer : 
here's the cloake. 
2. I Maſter Vintner wee know you , a plaine ſtuffe 
cloake: tis it. 
Et. q I. Right 


t] 
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1. Right, come : Oh thou yarlet,doeſt not thoukaogy 
that the wicked cannot ſcape the eyes of the Conſtabk 2 
Mut. What means this violence , as I am an honeſt 


man I tooke the cloake. 1 
1. As you are a knaue , you tooke the cloake, wee are 


your witneſſes for that. | 
Mul. But heare mezheare mezile tell you what I am. 


£ 


2, A thiefe you are, | 

Mul. I tell you my name is Mulligrub. 

x. I will grub you, in with him to the ſtocks, there ler 
him ſic till ro morrow morning that Iuſtice Quodiiber 
may examine him. | 

Mull. Why but I tell thee. 

2. Why but I tell thee wee'l tell thee now. 

Mul. Am I not mad , am I not an Aſſe ? Why ſcabs, 
Gods-foot, let me out. 

2. Izl, let him prate, hee ſhall find matter in us (cabs I 
warrant: Gods-{o , what good members of the com- 
mon wealth,doe we proue. | 

1. Prethee peace, lets remember our duties,1Rd let's go 
ſleepezin the feare of God. | Exeunt. 

Having left Mulligrub in the Focks. 

Myul. Who goes there ?. Illo , ho, ho : zounds ſhall T 
run mad, any my wits , ſhall T be hang'd, harke, who 
goes there ? Doe not feare to be poore Muftigrub, thou 
haſt a (are Rtocke novv. 


Enter Cocledemoy like 6 Bel-men. 


Cocte. The night growes old, | 
And many a Cuckold ts now. Whayha,ha,ho, 
Maids on their backes, | 
Dreame of ſweet ſmacks,and warme : Wo,ho,hoyho, 
I muſt goe comfort my venerable MuKigrub,l muſt 
Fiddle him till he faſt : fough : 
Maids in your Night-railes, 
Looke well to your light=——— _ 


Keepe 
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eloſe your locks, 
downe your (mocks, 
Keepe a broad eye, 

And acleſe thigh, excellent, excellent, excellent, who's 
there Þ Now Lord, Lord ( maſter Mudigrub) deliver us, 
what docs your worſkip in the ſtockcs ® I pray come 
out fir 

Mull . Zounds man I tell thee I am lock. 

Cocl. Lockt ? O world, O men, O time, O night,that 
canſt not d({{cerne vertue and wiſedome, and one of the 
common councell , what is your worſhip ig for ? 

MuY. For (3plague on't) ſuſpition of fellony. 

CEact. Nay, and itbce but (uch a trifle, Lord, I could 
pers to ſte your good worſhip in this taking : your 
worthip has beene a good friend to me, and though you 
have forget mee, yet I knevy your wife before ſhee was 
martied, and fince I haye found your worſhips doore 
open, and 1 have knockt, and God knowes what I have 
ſaved ; and doe I live tolee your worſhip ſtock ! 

Mun. Honeſt Bell-man, I perceive x ar knoweſt me, 
I prithce call the Watch, | 
Informe the Conſtable of my teputationy 
That I may no longer abide in this ſhameful habitation, 
And hold thee, all I have about me. 


Gives him his ax . 
Cock. T1s more then Ideſerye fir ; Let me alone for 
you: delivery. | 
Mull Doe, and then let me alone with Cocledewoy, 
Ile moy him. 
Cod. Maids in your —— 
Maſter Conſtable, who's that i'th Rockes ? 
x. Oneforarobberie, one Mulligrub, hee calls him- 
ſelfe Mulligrub, knoweſt thou him ? | 
' Coct. Know him? O maſter Conſtable, what good 
ſervice ha you done ; Know him ? Hee's a ſtrong theeſe, 
his houfe has been ſuſpeRed for a Bawdie tavern a yu 
Gs. while, 


! 
( 
( 
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| while, and areceipe for Cut-purſes, tis maſt cerraine z 


| hee has beene long in the blacke baoke, and is hee tage. 


now @ : 

2, Berlady my maſters wee'l not truſt the Rocks with 
him, wee'l have him to the Iuſtices, get a mittimus to 
Newgate preſently. Come (ir, come on fir. 

Mull. Ha, does your raſcall-ſhip yer know my wor 
Ship in the end ? 

T7. I, the end of your worſhip we knoye. 

any dman Conſtable, here's an bonck fel- 
low can tell c 4 what] am. 

2 Tis crue fir, y'are a Rrong theefe he ſayes upon his 
owne knowledge : Bind faft, bind faſt, wee know you, 
wee'l cruſt no ſtockes with yau: Away with him to the 
- the Iayle inſtantly. 

Mull. Why but doſt heare, Belman, rogue, raſcall, 


Gods why, but | 
The Conſtable drags away Mulligrub. 


Coct. Why but ; wha ha ha, excellent, excellent, ha, 
my fine Cocledemoy, my V intner fieſts, Ile make him fare 


crackers before I ha done with him ; To morrow is the 


day of judgement : afore the Lord God wy knardaie 

rowes unperegall, tis rime totake a nap, untill halfe an 
Foun hence, : God give your worſhip mulicke, content, 
and reſt. : Exeunt. 


AcTvs YV. SCENA I. 


Enter Franciſcina, Sir Lyonell, Tiſcfevy, with 
Officers. 


Fras. VS Ou bin very velcome to tineſhambra. 
Sir Li. ® Byt bow know ye,how are ye aflur'd, 
Both of the deed, and of his (afe returne ? 6 
Fran, O Myn-here,Ick (all cell you,merre Malbewweur 
Came all bredcfle rvaging a my fhambra, Un 
| is 
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His ſword all bloudy : he tell a me he kad kill Frevile, 
And'pred a'me to Lencotle him: me. 
Ick flatter him,bid bring monies, he ſhould live & lie with 
He vvent vvhilit ick (me hepe yidout fins) out of mine 
Mauch loue to Frevile, betray him. 
Sir Li. Feare not,tis wel: good works get grace for (in, 
She conceales then behind the curtaine, 
Fran. Derc,peace,reſt dereſo (oftly,all goe in: | 
De net is laic;now ſal ick be revenge. 
Tf dat me knevv a dog that' Frevile loue, 
Me would puiflon him ; for know de deepeſt bell 
As a revenging vvom ans,nought (o fell. 


Enter Mary fangh. 
Ma. Ho coſen Fr4k,the party you wot of,M. Malhereyx. 
Fran. Bid him come up, I prede, 


Cantat ſaltatq, cum cithera. ' 


Enter Malbereyx. 
Fran, O mine here man, a dere ler Loue, 
Mine tcn touſant times velcome Loue, 
Hazby my trat,you bin de juſt, var ſal me ſay : 
Vat (cet hony name fall I call you? - 
Mal. Any from you is plealure. Come my _ | 
Prertineſle, where's thy Chamber? 
I long to touch your ſheets, 
Fran. No,nognot yet mine ſceteſt ſoft-lipped Loue: 
You fall nor 'gulpe downe all delights ar once. 
Be min trat,dis all-fles-lovers,dis.rayenous yvenches 
Dart ſallow all dovvne hole, vill hauc all at one bit, 
Fic,fie,fie, be min fair dey doe ear 
Comfets vid ſpoones. 
Nogno, He make you chew your pleaſure virloue) . 
<« De mare deprees and'fteps, demore:delight, | 
«De more endeered 3 isde pl leaſure hig bt... 


_ Mal. Whatyou'r Heated ianton a & veocted-by art. 
| Fran. Goe 
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Fran. Go little vag,pleaſure ſhould haue a 
Cranes long neck;to relliſh de Ambroſia of delight. 
And ick pre de tell me,for me loue to heare of manhood 
very muth, | fait : Ick prede (vat vas me a ſaying) 

Oh, ick prede tell a me, 
Hovy did you killa mertre Frevile ? 

Mal. Why quarreld a ſer purpoſe,drew him out, 
Singled him, and having th'advantage of my ſword, 
And might,ran him through and through. 

Fran. Vat did you vid him when he vyas ſticken? 

Mal. 1 dragd him by the heeles to the next wharfe, 

And ſpurn'd him into the River. | 


T hoſe in ambuſh ruſh ſorth and take him. 

Sir Lio. Seize him,ſcize him: O monſtrous , O ruch- 
lefle villaine ! 

Mal. What meane you Gentlemen? by heaven— 

T'ifſ. Speake not of any thing that's good. 

Afal. Your errors giue you paſhon : Frevile lives. 

Sir Lio. T hy owne lips ſay, thou lyeſt. 

Mgl. Let me die,if at Shatewes the Ieweller, he lives 
not ſafe untouchr. 


Tifſ. Meane time to ſtrickteſt ouard,to ſharpeſt priſon. | 


Mal. No rudenefſe Gentlemen, le go undragd. 
O wicked, vvicked Devill. Exit. 
Sir Li. Sir,the day of tryall is this morne, 
Lers proſecute the ſharpeſt rigor, and ſevereſt end: 
« Good inen are cruell when thare vices friend. 
Sir Hub. Woman we thank thee with no empty hand, 
Strumpets are fit for fomething. Farewell, 


All ſaue Frevile depart. 


Frey, 1,tor hell : O chou unreprivable, beyond all 
Meaſure of Grace damb'd immediatly : 
Thar things of beautie created for ſweet uſe, 
Soft comfort, as the very muſicke of ral 
Cuſtome ſhould make pl ynutterable hellich 7; 


O heauen 


j 
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O heaven, what difference is in wemen, and their life ! 
What man,but worthy name of man, 
Would leauc the modeſt pleaſures of alawfull bed, 
The holy vnion of two equall hearts, * 
Mually holding either deare as health, 
The undoubted iwtſaes, Ioyes of chaſt ſheets, 
The unfained embrace of ſober Ignorance, 
To twine the unhealchfull loynes of common Loues, 
The proſticuted impudence of things. 
Senlelefle like thole by Cataracks of Nyle, 
« I heir uſe ſo vileztakes away ſenſe how vile, 
« To loue acreature,made of blood and hell, 
«© Whoſe uſe makes weake,whoſe company doth ſhame, 
«© Whoſe bed doth begger, iflue doth defame. 

Enger Franciſchina. (Shatewes 

Fras. Metre Freevile liue : ha,hayliue at meſtre 
Muſh at metre Shatewes. Freevile is dead, Mathereux (all 

- hang, 
Fcry 208 devill;dat Beatrice wonld but run mad, dat 
She fhould þurt run mad,den me would dance and ſing, 
Metre Don Dubon,me pre yee nove goe to Meſtres 
Bearrice,tcll her Freevile 1s (ure dad, and dat he 
Curſe hir ſelfe, eſpecially for dat he was 
$Sticke in hir quarrell,ſwearing in his [aſt gaſpe; 
Dar if it had bin in mine quarrels, 
T would never haue grieved him. 

Free. 1 will. 

Franc. Predc doe,and ſay any ring dat vill yexe her. 

Free. Let me alone to vexc her. 

Franc. Vil you,vil you make a her run mad ? here take 
Dis ring,ſea me (corne to weare any ting dat was hers, 
Or his : I prede xoxrment her,Ick cannor loue her, 

She honeſt and vertnous forſopth. 

Free. 1s ſhe ſo? Ovile creature? then let mee alone 

wich her. 


| Fres. Vayvillyow mak a heranad2 ſexe by min rate 
REID c 
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Be pretta ſcrvan BM, ick Call 20e to bet now. 

Frev. Miſchiefe whither wilt thou ? O thou teare-lefſe 
Woman, how monſtrous is thy acyill ? 
'The end &f hell as thee. | 
How miſerable were it to be vertuous,if thou couldft pro« 
le to my Loue; the faithfull Beatrice, | (lper ? 
She has wept enoughzand faith dceare ſoujegtoo much, 
But yet how {weetit is to thinke, 
How deare ones life was to liis Love , how mourn'd his 


Ts joy not to be exprett with breath : __((dearh! 
But (f,let him that would ſuch paſſion drinke, 
Be quiet of his ſpeech, and only chinke. Exit. 


Enter Beatrice ovd Criſpinclla. 12628 

Beat. Siſter,cannort a woman kill her {clfe ? Is it not 
Lawfull to die,when we ſhould nothue ? 

Crifþ. O ſitter,tis a queltioa nor for us , vyec mult doe 
vyhat God vvill. 

Beat. What God will 2 Al:s, cannot torment bee his 
glory, or our griefe his pleaſure ? Docs not the Nurces 
nipple juic'd over with worm wood, bid the child ic ſhould 
not:ſucke? And docs nor heaven when it hath made our 
breath bicter uno us, ſay we thud nor line ? OYmy beſt 
ſiſter, ro ſutter wounds vyhen one may {capethis rod, is 
againſt nature, thar is againlt God. 
., Cri. Sood lifter donor make me yycepe: fure Frevile 
was not falſe: Ile gage my lite that {trumpet out of craft 
And ſome cloſet (ſecond end,hath malic'd him. + | 

Beat. O fiſter,if he were not falſe,whom hauc I loſt? 
Tf he were,vhat griefe ro ſuch yakindneſſe ; 
From head to fopt 4am all miſery; 
QOaely in this ſonie Juſtice 1 haue found, | | 
My gtiefe ts like' my lone, beyond all bound: | 

Rey Enter Nurſe. 3 45:6 
.Nurſ; My ſervant, Mr. Cagature, pres vidtyou. 

 . Grif,. Far griefs ſake keeye him-qut; bis diſcourſe 18 like 
che long woxd, Honarific Wirudpitarida, a great aw 
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of ſound and no ſenſe: his compaiiyis like a parenthe- 
fis to a diſcourſe ,you may admit it,or leaue it out,it makes 
no matter. 
Enter Freevile is bis di/gui/e. 

Free. By your leaue ſweet creatures. Wd 

Crifþ. Sir, all I can yet ſay of youzis,you are uncivill, 

Free. Yoa muſt deny it: By your ſorrowes leaue, I 
bring ſome mulicke,to make ſweet your griefe. 

Heat. What ere you pleaſe : O breake my heart, 

Canſt thou yet pant? Odoſt thou yet ſurviue, 
Thou'didft not louc him, if thou nov canſ liue. 


Freevile ſings. - | 
O Loue;how ſtrangely ſweet 
| arethy weake Paſiions, 
T hat loue end ivy ſhould meet 
iz ſelfe ſame faſhions. 
O who cante# ” 
the cauſe why this ſhould moue ? 
But onely this, 
roreaſon acke of Loge. She (wounds. 


Criſp, Holdzpeace the gencleft ſoule is ſwouncd,O m 
belt hor #4 
Tee. Ha,get you gonegcloſe the doores: My Beatrice, 

| Diſcovers himſelfe. 
Curſt bee my indiſcreete trials : O my inmeaſurable lo- 


Cris. She ſtirs, giue aire,ſhe breaths. 

| Beat. Where am I,ha? howhauc Iflipe off life ? 
Aml in heaven? O my Lord, though not loving by our 
eternal] being, yet giue me leaue to reſt by thy dead {ide : 
am I not in heayen ? ONS 

Free. O eternally muchloycd,recolle&your ſpirics, 
_ Beats. Ha,you doe ſpeake, Idoe ſee you, Idoeliue, 
1 would not dyc now : Let nie notburkt with wonder. 
DE 1". "00% 


The Dutch ( ourte%ant 


Free, Call up your blood, I live to honour you, 

As the admired glory of your ſexe, 

Nor evet hath my loue beene falſe to you, 
Onely I preſum'd to try your faith too much, 
For which I moſt am grieved, | 

Criſp. Brother, I nuult be plaine with you , you haue 
wrong*d us. 

Fres. I art not ſo covetous to deny it, 

Bur yet when my diſcourſe hath Ray'd your quaking, 
You will be ſmoocher lipt : and the delighe 

And ſatisfaQion which we all have gor, 

Vnder theſe ſtrange diſguiſings,when you know, 
You will be mild and quier, forget at laſt, * 

c© [t is much joy to thinke on ſorrowes paſt. 

Beat. Doe you then live ? and are you not untrric ? 
Let me not dye with joy,pleaſure's more extreame 
Thenypricfe,there's nothing fvvect to man but meane, 

Free. Heaven cannot bee too-gracious to ſuch goods . 
neſſe , I ſhall diſcourſe to you the ſeverall chances z bur 
harke I muſt yet reſt diſgui('d , the ſudden cloſe of many 
drifts now meet ; | 
« Where pleaſure hath ſome profit,art is ſweet. 


Enter Tiſſefews 

2 ms ayer Ron 

Criſp. ers,oyRers,oyſters,oyſters, 

Tyſſ. Why. is Hot this well now] Is not this berter 
then louring,and pouting, and puling,which is hatefull to 
the living,and vaine to the dead ? Come,come,you muſt 
lie by che quicke 5- whetr all is done , 'and for my owne F 


art; letitiy wife laugh atme when I am dead ; fo ſheelte 
mile upon MeveHilftI Hue ; but toffee & woman whine, 4. 
and yet keepe het eyes dry 3 mourtte ,.and yer keepe he 


fat : naygto {&E a woman claw het hi 
feete when he iS deady; that would have ſeratcht him by 
the face,when be wits living ! this now is ſomevyhat rid 3 


ealous. $a 
Ty D > trip. 
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Criſp. Lord how you prate. one 
Ty/. And yet I wa afraid ifaith,thatI ſhould ha ſeene 
a Garland on this-beauties herſe, but time,truth, experi- 
ence,and varieticzare great doers with women. : | 
Crifp. But whats the newes ? the newes I pray you ? 
Ty/. I pray you ? nere pray.me: for by your leaue you 
may command me. T his tis : the publike Seſſions which 
this day is paſt,hath doom'd to death ill fartun'd Malbes 
Criſp. But fir,we heard he offerd to make good, (reux. 
T hat Freevile liu'd at Shatewes the Tewellers. 
Bcat. And that was but a plot betwixt them two. 
Ty/. O LI, he gag'd his life with it,buc know, 
When all approacht the reſt, Sharewe deni'd 
He ſaw or heagd of any ſuch complor, 
Or of Freewt{ : ſo thac his owne defence, 
Appear'd ſo falſe,zthat like a mad-mans ſword, 
He ſtroke his owae heartzhe hath the courfe of lay 
And jnRtantly muſt ſuffer : bur the Leſt 
(If hanging be a jeſt) as many make it, | 
Is to take notice of one Mulligrub, aſharking Vintner. 
Free. Whart of him ſic? 
Ty/. Nothing but hanging , the whoreſone {laue is 
mad before he hath loſt his ſenſes. 
Free, Was his fa&cleare and made appayant Sir ? 
Ty/. No faith ſuſpitious, for twas thus proteſtee : 
A cloake was ftolne,thatcloake he hadzhe had it 
Himſclfe confeſt by force,the reſt of his defence 
The coller of a Iuſtice wrong'd in wine, 
Ioynd with malignance of ſome haſty Iurors, (caſt. 
 Waoſe wit was lighted by the Tuſtice noſe,the knaue was 
But Lord co hearc his moneghis prayers,lus wiſhes, - 
His zealc ill timde,and his wordsunpitied, | 
Would make a dead maa riſe and ſmile, MN 
Whilſt he obſe:u'd how feare can make mea vile, - 
Crifþ. Shall we goe mcer the execution ? 
Beet. 1 ſhall be rul'd by you. | 
Ty/. By my troth a rare motion,you muſt haſte, 
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For Male-faRors goe like the world upon wheeles. 
 Bea.Will you man us,you ſhil be our guid too Freeute. 
| Free. T am your ſervant. | 

Ty/. Ha ſervant ? zounds I am no companion for 
Panders, you'r beſt make him your loue. 

Bea. So will I Sir,we muſt liue by the Quicke you ſay, 

Tyſ. Sdeath a verrue,what a damn'd thing's this ? 
Who'le truſt faire faces,teares,and vowes, Sdceath not I, 
She is a woman, that is,ſhe can lye. (ill 

Criſp.Come,come,turne not a man of timezto make a 
Whole goodnefſc you conceiue not,lince the worſt of 

chance, 
Is to craue grace for heedleſſe ignorance, 

Enter Cocledemoy like a Sargeant. Exeunt. 

Cocl. So,I haue [oſt my Sergeaar in an ecliptique miſt, 
drunke,horrible drunke, hee is fine : ſo now will I firmy 
ſelfe , I hope this habit will doe me no harme , I am an 
honeſt man already : fit, fic, fic as a puncks cayle, that 
ſcrues every body : By this time my Vintner thinkes of 
nothing but hell and {ulpher, he farts fire and brimſtone 
already,hang toaſts,the execution approacheth. Exeunt. 


Ezter Sir Lionecll, Sir Hubert , Malhereux piniond , 
Tiſcfew, Beatrice, Freeyile, Criſp. Franciſchina, 
and Holberds. 


Mal. I doe not bluſh , although condemn'd by lawes, 
No kind of death is ſhamefull bur the cauſe : 
V'Vhich 1 doe know is nonegand yet my luſt 
Hath made the one (although not cauſe) molt juſt: 
May I not be reprived ? Freevile is but miſlodged, 
Some lethargic hath ſeaz'd him,no,muck malice, 
Doe not lay blood upon your ſoules with good intents, 
Men may doe ill and law ſometime repents. | 
Cocledemoy picks Malhereux A: of his purſe. 
Str Lio. Sir,ſir,prepare,vaine is all lewd defence. 
D d 3 Mal. 
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Mal. Conſcience was la w, but now law's conſcience, 
My endlefſe peace is made, and to the poore, my purſe, 
my purſe. | 

Cocle. 1 fir, and it ſhall pleafe you, the poorehas your 
purſe already. 

Mal. Thou art a wely-man : 
But now thou ſourſe of devills, how I loth 
The very memory of thatI ador'd, 
He that's of faire blood, well mean'd,of good breeding, 
Beft fam'd,of ſweet acquaintance,and true friends, 
And wonld with deſperate impudence loſe all theſe, 
And hazard landing at this farall ſhore, 
Let him nere kill, nor ſteale, but love a whore. 
Fran. De man does rave, tinke a got, tinke a got, and 
bid de fleſh, de yorld, and de dible farewcll. 
Mal. Farewell. Freevill diſcovers bim/elfe . 
Free, Farewell. 
Fran. Vatis't you ſea, ha ? 
Free. Sir your pardon, with my this defence, 
Doe not forget proteſted violence 
Of your low affeftions ; no requeſts, 
No arguments of reaſon, no knowne danger, 
No alfored wicked bloodineſſe, 
Could draw your heart from this damnation. 
Mal. Why ſtay. | 
Fran. Voproſperous devill, vat ſall me doe now ? 
Free. Therefore to force you from the truer danger, 
I wrought the feigned, ſuffering this faire devill, 
In ſhapes of woman to make good her plor, 
And knowing that the hooke was deeply faſt, 
[ gave her line at will, til] yyith her owne vaine ftrivings 
Sce here ſhee's tired: O thou comely damnation, 
Doft thinke that vice is not to be withſtood ? 
O what is woman meerely made of blood |! 
Sty Lyon, You maze us all, let us'not bee loſt i 
darkeneſlc, 
Free. All 
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Free. All ſhall be lighted, but this timg and place 
Forbids longer ſpeech, only what you can thinke 
Has been extreamely ill, is only hers, 

Sir Ly. To ſevereft priſon with her, with what heart 
canſt live ? what eyes behold a face? 

Fran. Ick vill not ſpeake, torture, torture your fill, 
For me am worſe then hang'd, me haloſt my will. 


Exit Franciſcina with the guard. 


Sir Ly. To the extreameſFwhip and Iayle. 
Free. Frolicke, how is it Sirs e 
Afal. I am my ſelfe, how long was'cere I could 
Perſwade my paflion to grow calme to you ! 
Rich ſenſe makes good bad language, and a friend 
Should waigh no'a@ion, but the aQions end. 
I am now worthy yours,when before, 
The beaſt of man, looſe loud diſtemper'd us, 
c« He thar luſt rules cannot be yertuous. 


Enter Mulligrub,Miſtris Mulligrub,end Officers. 


' Offic. On afore there, roome for the Priſoners. 

Mullig. 1 pray you doe not leade mee v0 executi- 
on through Cheape-fide, I owe Maſter Burniſh che 
Gold-ſmuth money, and I feare hee'l ſet a Serjeant on 
my backe for it. 

Cocl. Trouble not your ſconce my chriſtian brothers, 
but have aneye unto the maine chance, I will warrant 
your ſhoulders ; as for your necke , Plinius Secundus, of 
Marcus Tuftius Cicerg,or ſombody it isAayes,that athree 
fold cord is hardly broken. 

Mull. Well, I am not the firſt honeſt man that has bin 
caſt away, and I hope ſhall not be the laſt. 

Cocl. O fir, have a good ſtomack and mayes,you ſhall 


| have 2 joy full (upper. 
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Mull. In troth I have no tomacke to it, and it pleaſe 
you take my trencher, 1 uſe to faſt ar nights. 

AMrs.O busband,I litle thought you thould have come 

-to think on God thus ſoon ; nay,and you had bin hangd 
deſervedly,it would never have grieved me] have known 
of many honcſt innocent men have bin hangd deſeryed- 
17, but to be caſt away for nothing, 

Cocl. Good woman hold your peace, your prittles and 
your prattles, your bibbles and;your babbles, for Ipray 
y ou hearc me in private, [ am a widdower, and you are 
almoſt a widdow, ſhall I be welcome to your houſes, to 
your tables, and your other things ? | 

Ars. I have apiece of mutton, and a feather-bed for 

ou at all times, I pray make haſt. 

Mu. 1 doc here make my confeſſion, If IT awe any 
man any thing, I doe hartily forgive tum ; If any man 
owe me any thing, let him pay wy wife. 

Cocl. 1 will tooke to your wives payment I warrant 

ou. 

Mull. And now good yoke-fellow leave thy poore 

Malligniub. 

' Mrs. NaythenlT were unkind ifaith, I will not leave 

you until] I ſee you hang'd. 

Cocle. Bur brothces, brothers , you muſt thinke of 

' your finn2s and iniquities', you haye beene a broacher 

pf prophane veſſel's, you haue made us drinke of the 
juice of the whore of Babylon, for whereas good Ale, 


Perrys, Bragets, Sideys & Metheglins,was the true ancient 
Brittiſh and Trojage drinkes, you ha brought in Popiſh 
Wines, Spaniſh Wines, French Wines, tam Marti quem 
Mercurio , both Muſcadine and Malmeſy, to the ſubver- 
fon, ſtaggering, and ſomet;mes overthrow of many a 
good Chriſtian: You ha beene a great Iumbler, O re- 
member the finnes of your nights, for youſ night -works 
ha bin unſavory in the raft + {ps Cuſtomers. 

Mult. 1 contelle, 1 confeile, and I forgive as I would 
; THE bee 
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be forgiven. Dee you know one Coeledemoy ?- 

Cocle. O very well : know him ? an honeſt man heis | 
and a comly,an upright dealer with his acighbours , and 
their wiues ſpeake good things of him. _ 

Mullig, VVell , vvhereſocre hee is, or vyhatſoere hee 
's , Ile take it on my death hee's the cauſe of my hang- 
ing, I heartily torgiuc him, and if he weuld come foorth 
he might. ſaue me, for he onely knowes the why, and the 
vvherefore. 2 

Coct. You doe from your hearts,and midrits;& intrals 
forgiue him then, you will not let him ror in ruſty Irons, 
procure him to be hangd in lowſie linnen-without a ſong, 
and after he is dead,pifle on his graue. | 

Mull, T hat hard heart of. mine has procur'd all this, 
bur I forgiue as I would be forgiven. | 

Cocl. Hang tofts,my worſhipfull Mu/tigrub, behold thy 
Cacledemoy , my fine Vintner , my caſtrophomicall fine 
boy, behold and ſee. 

Tif. Blifſe a the blefſed, yvho would but looke for two 
knaues heere ? 

Coct. No knaue worſhipfull friend , no knaue, for ob- 
ſerue,honeſt Cocledemoy reſtores whatſoerc he has got, ta 
make yon know,that whatſoere he has done, has bin en- 
ly Euphoniz gratia,for Wits ſake: I acquit this Vintner as 
hee has acquitted mee ; all has bin done for Exphaſes of 
wit my fine boy,my worſhipfull friends. 

Tif}. Goe,you are a flattering knaue. 

Cocle. I am ſo, tis a gocd thriving trade, it comes for 
ward better then the ſeven liberall Sciences , Or the nine 
Cardinall Vertwes, which may well appeare. in this, you 
ſhall never have flattering knaue turne Courtier : and yer. 
I haue read of many Courtiers that haue turned flatte- 
ring knaues. | 

Str Hub. Waſt even but ſo? why then all's well. 

Mull. 1 could even weepe for joy. 


Mi. Mul., I could weep to0,but God knowes for what. 
Tyf}. Heres 
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Tiffe. Here's another rack to be given, your ſonne and 


Szy _ Iſt poſſible ? heart T,all my heart,will you be 
I ere ? 

Tifj. Yes faith father, marriage and hanging are ſpun 
both in one houre. 

Coclede. Why then my worſhipfull good friends, I bid 
my ſelfe moſt heartily welcome to your merry Nuptialls, 
and wanton jigga-joggies : And now my very fine Heli- 
«nia Gallants , and you my Worſhipfull friends in the 
middle Region : 

If with content our hurtteſſe mirth hath been, 

Let your pleaſd minds as our much care be ſcene : 

For he ſhall find tha flights ſuch triviall wit, 

*T'is eaſter ro reproone then better it : 

We ſcorne to feare,and yet ve feare to fwell, 

Wee doc not hope 'tis beſt : *tis all, if well. Exeunt. 
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